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Preface 


THE following plays have been written with a view to 
their production by young people between the ages of eight 
and fourteen. They are particularly adapted for use in 
camps, schools, classes, hotels—wherever there are miscel- 
laneous gatherings of young people—and they have been 
planned primarily to fill the need which the adapter believes 
to exist in such communities. 

There are plenty of adaptations and dramatizations for 
tiny actors and actresses, whose extreme youth can carry off 
almost any part triumphantly, provided their memories are 
as good as their personalities are winsome. There is an in- 
creasing supply for older boys and girls. But for the 
betwixts and betweens, the selection is not so varied. 

The following plays are believed to be sufficiently elastic 
to answer exigencies which often arise in camp and school 
life. For example, some class or camp of girls may want a 
play in which girls’ roles are in the majority. Such a 
requirement would be met by “How the Princess’s Pride 
Was Broken.” Similarly, the boys would find that “How 
One Turned His Trouble to Some Account” was written for 
an all-boy cast. There is always likely to be one especially 
talented boy or girl who can play the’Prince or Princess 
in both cases. “How Boots Befooled the King” and ‘The 
Staff and the Fiddle” may be better played by mixed casts— 
in fact, are intended to be so played. Still, with good cast- 
ing, they may be given by an all-boy or all-girl personnel. 
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The costuming, scenic effects, and stage requirements have 
also been made very simple, so that even in the Maine 
woods it is possible, with the aid of a few trips daown tew 
th’ village, and a little ingenuity, to get the necessary effects. 

This necessity for simplicity is one that makes the collec- 
tion a regrettably short one. Howard Pyle’s prolific genius 
would appear to offer a rich field for dramatization. It is 
his very fertility of invention, however, and the amazing 
richness of his material, which make the adapter’s task a 
difficult one. Fire-breathing dragons, wild rides through 
the air, rapidly appearing genii, sudden transformations, 
and so forth, are not easily portrayed or even suggested. 
Camp leaders and teachers will, I am sure, agree that the 
desire of the amateur director is for the utmost simplicity 
in presentation, compatible with the dramatic effects so 
eagerly demanded. 

My sincerest thanks are hereby extended to Mrs. Howard 
Pyle, who was good enough to allow me to adapt her hus- 
band’s stories to the present-day demands of the young 
people he so truly loved and so beautifully served. 


S. L. G. 


Costume Suggestions 


The accompanying are intended only for suggestions, and 
there is nothing arbitrary about them, either for the success of 
the plays or for fidelity to the stories. Many of them have been 
tried out and found successful, and are therefore offered for 
what they may be worth to others. The fairy-tale period is so 
elastic that it lends itself to a variety of conceptions. 


MASTER JACOB 
MASTER JACOB Peasant’s costume. May consist of 


short breeches, white blouse, Eton 
jacket with large buttons; straw or felt 
hat, with long point and short quill; 
blond wig drooping under hat with long 
bobbed effect. 


MASTER JACOB’S Peasant’s costume. Gay material, full 
WIFE skirt, basque blouse, kerchief crossed 
over breast, or bolero, and little apron; 
short puffed sleeves; white stockings; 
black slippers. 


PoE PIG The child taking this part is dressed 
in night drawers of pink or white Can- 
ton flannel, as tight fitting as possible. 
A pig’s head, made to fit over the child’s 
as a jester’s cap would fit, surmounts 
the costume. The head is stuffed with 
cotton and should be cut after a pattern. 
Flannel “gloves” stuffed and patterned 
like a pig’s hoofs are drawn over the 
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COSTUME SUGGESTIONS 


THE BLACK GOAT 


THE PRIEST 


THE SCHOOL- 
MASTER 


THE MAYOR 


NEIGHBOR PAUL 
and 

NEIGHBOR 

GREGORY 


hands and sewn to the sleeves, and the 
same is done with the feet. 


Same idea as the Pic. 


Long black gown; broad-brimmed low- 
crowned hat; white collar; rosary; etc. 


Long black gown—here a college gown 
may be used; white “George Washing- 
ton’ wig (can be made of cotton bat- 
ting) tied with black ribbon; horn- 
rimmed spectacles; ferule. 


Short breeches; white shirt; gay waist- 
coat; long coat with brass buttons; big 
stomach; Meerschaum pipe; silk stock- 
ings; buckled shoes. 


Peasant costumes similar to JACoB’s. 


HOW THE PRINCESS’S PRIDE WAS 


QUEEN 


BROKEN 


Purple gown, trimmed redingote style 
in two rows of ermine down front, skirt 
ending in train also edged with ermine 
(“ermine” throughout descriptions is 
cotton batting, inked or dotted with 
black paper muslin) ; basque waist, long 
sleeves, lace falling over wrists; dog 
collar of pearls; Juliet cap—may be 
made of a coarse hair net with pearls 
sewn over it. 
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COSEPUMTE SOG GEST LON S 


DUCHESS 
COUNTESS 


PRINCESS’S 
FRIENDS AND 
COUSIN 


PRINCESS’S 
ENEMY 


YOUNG KING 
and 


GOOSEHERD 


Flowered gowns of cretonne, basque 
waists, leg-of-mutton sleeves, V necks 
outlined in narrow black velvet ribbon 
and finished with cameo pins; high 
‘““Hallowe’en” hats, draped with hang- 
ing lace shawls, tied under chins with 
black straps. 


Kate Greenaway-cut gowns, each in a 
pastel shade; short waists, short puffed 
sleeves, sashes, skirts to ankles; white 
stockings; black slippers; little lace 
veils, cut in points, with wreaths of 
flowers. 


Same cut costume, but in a sinister 
color, such as a sneaky yellow. 


Act I.—Very short black bloomers; 
long black silk stockings (on a child 
these come nearly to the thigh) ; white 
shirt with lace at cuffs; black cape, short, 
faced in a chosen color; ruff to match 
lining of cape; black pumps;- large 
buckles; crush hat (tam) withplume to 
match color scheme. Plume may be 
made of crépe paper. 

Act II.—As the GoosEHERD. Ragged 
khaki trousers; long-toed cloth shoes 
laced around ankles and up legs; khaki- 
colored jerkin, long sleeves, open at 
neck. Peter Pan cap. 

Act III.—As Younc KING once again, 
he may wear same costume as in first 
act; or if a change is desired, a long 
white sleeveless tunic, painted over in a 
design of gold; white stockings meeting 
tunic; long gold-color cape; white slip- 
pers; gold buckles. Metal belt on tunic; 
and of course crown, scepter, etc. 
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PAGE 


COOKS 


Very short bloomers, and stockings to 
match; overtunic with long sleeves, 
puffed and slashed at top; jeweled belt 
or chain; short cape; ruff; small hat 
with plume. 


White aprons, white shirts, long white 
trousers or skirts; round cooks’ caps. 


(For photographs of characters in cos- 
tume see facing page xvi) 


THE STAFF AND FHE FIDDLE 


FIDDLER 


SHOEMAKER 
and 


TINKER 


OLD WOMAN 


TROLL 


Long tight-fitting hose, almost like 
tights; patches; shoes covered with 
same material as tights, wrinkled loosely 
below ankle and carried out to long 
points at tips, stuffed there with cotton 
to retain shape; figured or flowered 
shirt, with short sleeveless Eton; Peter 
Pan cap with long quill. 


Practically same as FIDDLER, except 
that they have differently shaped coats 
instead. of his more Bohemian Eton, 
and caps of different shape—old-style 
English bonnets or draped hats. 


Black or brown ragged gown; shawl 
over head; straggling hair; cane. 


One-piece tight-fitting green suit, long 
sleeves; shoes like FIpDLER’s; hump on 
back; face made hideous, and large as 
possible in comparison with body—flap- 
ping ears, mop of hair, etc. 
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LOS Time SOGGL SLTLONGS 


PRINCESS 


SLAVE 
GOSSIPS 


MASTER GLOVER 

MASTER TAILOR 
and 

MASTER 

SHOEMAKER 


Who can dictate a princess’s costume? 
Anything appropriate to the chosen 
period. 


Oriental costume, or Nubian slave. 
Peasants’ costumes. 


Same type of costume as those of 
TINKER and SHOEMAKER, somewhat 
more elaborate, and having short capes 
with their masters’ emblems of glove, 
shoe, and scissors displayed. 


HOW BOOTS BEFOOLED THE KING 


KING 


QUEEN 


JESTER 


SUITORS 
HERALD 


FATHER 
PETER AND PAUL 


Straight gown; coat of fancy material, 
with reveres, cuffs and bottom edged 
with broad band of ermine; crown; 
jeweled chain; scepter. 


Same idea as the QUEEN in ‘‘How the 
Princess’s Pride Was Broken.” 


Red-and-yellow jester’s costume, with 
cap and bauble. 


Same idea as PAGE or YOUNG KING in 
“How the Princess’s Pride Was 
Broken.” 


Peasant’s costume. 


Very short bloomers, coming halfway 
between hip and knee, and long stock- 
ings to match. Straight sleeveless tu- 
nics, cut in points below waist line; 
white shirts with turn-down collars; 
Peter Pan caps. 
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COSTUME SUGGESTIONS 


BOOTS 


CROCKERY 
VENDER 


HER DAUGHTER 


LORD 
COUNCILOR 


MAIDSERV ANTS 


and 
PRINCESS’S 
NURSE 


PRINCESS’S 
LADIES 


COUNCILOR’S 
DAUGHTER 


PRINCESS 


ARCHBISHOP 


COMMANDER 
IN CHIEF 
ADMIRAL OF 
NAVY 

and 


TREASURER 


Same costume as GOOSEHERD in “‘PRIN- 
CESS.” 


Same costume ae O.p BEGGAR WOMAN 
in ‘“The Staff and the Fiddle.” 


Peasant costume. 


Same costume as SCHOOLMASTER in 
“Master Jacob.” 


Black or brown gowns, full skirted, ker- 
chiefs crossed over breast; white stock- 
ings; black slippers; white Breton cap 
for NurRsE, small caps for Maps. 


Long white capes and round standing 
collars of ermine. Ermine bandeaux. 


Dolly Varden costume of flowered cre- 
tonne, full skirt, panniers, bodice laced 
with narrow black velvet ribbon, black 
velvet ribbon at neck and wrist; wreath 
of small flowers; white stockings; low- 
heeled black strap slippers. 


Same elasticity as is granted the PRIN- 
cEss throughout these plays. 


Long black gown, covered with white 
surplice. Miter, painted and designed 
in appropriate emblems. Painted stole, 
very long. 


These costumes, like the PRINcEss’s, 

must be made subject to the styles of 

the production. However, if any sug- 

gestions are welcome, the COMMANDER 

IN CHIEF may wear a long loose red 

gown, kimona sleeves; wicked-looking 
xvi 


The Brave Soldier’s army in “How One Turned His Trouble to Good Account.” 
On the grass in front of the army is a chorus of Elves, which, in an open-air 
production, preceded the Giants and thus augmented the cast 


Peter in “How Boots Befooled 
the King” 


The Brave Soldier in his day of pros- The 
perity in “How One Turned His 
Trouble to Good Account” 


Countess and the Duchess 
“How the Princess’s Pride Was 
Broken” 


in 


Trouble and the two Little Troubles The Herald in “H Boots Bef 
in “How One Turned His Trouble to Hi ube ae 


Goaien ” the King.” His trumpet is made from 
Jood Accoun 


a kitchen funnel inserted in a piece of 
rubber hose and shaped by strips of 
adhesive plaster 


The King in “How One Turned His Trouble to Good Account” on his particularly 
impressive throne 


The Archbishop, the Lord Councilor, the Admiral, the Commander-in-Chief, and 
the Treasurer in “How One Turned His Trouble to Good Account” 


creas 
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The Three Giants in “How One Two Heralds 
Turned His Trouble to Good 
Account” 


COSTUME SUGGESTIONS 


LORD 
COUNCILOR 


TROUBLE 


sword; bands crossed over chest; many 
medals. Martial headdress. The Ap- 
MIRAL OF NAvy may have a short loose 
blue gown, same cut; high boots; Tri- 
corn hat, with cockade and nautical in- 
signia; walrus mustaches. The TREAs- 
URER’S is on the same order as that of 
the COMMANDER IN CHIEF, but with 
jingling keys instead of sword. | 


Same costume as that of the Lorp 
CouNCcILoR in ‘How Boots Befooled 
the King’; add the privy seal. 


In the story, TROUBLE is dressed some- 
what like a jester, but all in a melan- 
choly color like gray, and with no bells 
or bugle. In the play, it has been found 
effective, and simpler, for a very young 
actor, to costume him like a devil, all 
in red, horned headdress, tail, etc., and 
make his part one more of mischief 
than of literal “trouble.” 


(For photographs of characters in cos- 
tume see facing page xvi) 


HOW ONE TURNED HIS TROUBLE TO 
GOOD ACCOUNT 


BRAVE SOLDIER 
AND HIS ARMY 


Act I.—Bathing suit, as abbreviated as 
possible; high rubber boots turned down 
at tops like Cavaliers’; wooden spears, 
tipped with pennants or covered with 
silver ; cardboard shield, completely cov- 
ering costume—or lack of it—(this 
may be effectively made of double-ply 
Strathmore paper, smooth finish) ; hel- 
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COSTUME SUGGEST Toms 


COMRADE 
and 


DRUMMER 


RICH BROTHER 
AND SON 
NEIGHBOR 


GIANTS 


THE KING 


mets, which may be made of women’s 
untrimmed buckram hat shapes, high 
crowns, small brims, painted with silver. 
Act IV.—Costume for BRAVE SOLDIER 
similar to that of YOUNG KING in “How 
the Princess’s Pride was Broken.” 


Substantially same as BRAVE SOLDIER’S, 
with slight differences, such as a drum 
for DRUMMER and different pennant for 
COMRADE. 


Costumes such as PETER’s and PAUL’S 
in ‘How Boots Befooled the King.” 


Peasant costume. 


Burlap bags, hole through top for 
heads, ragged at bottom, chains around 
waists; wigs, which may be made of 
hemp, rope, or worsted, or, large false 
heads may be used, to make the boys 
look taller; these may be set on top of 
their heads, topped with hats, and in 
that case the burlap gown must fit on top 
of their heads instead of around the 
necks; big clubs; Japanese sandals, rope 
attached and crossed over legs; plenty 
of cocoa to stain bodies, if sunburn is 
not available. 


Same costume as KING in ‘‘How Boots 
Befooled the King.” 


(For photographs of characters in cos- 
tume see facing page xvi) 
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MASTER ¥ACOB 


MASTER ¥ACOB 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


Master facob 

Pig 

Black Goat 

Master “facob’s Wife 
Priest 


Schoolmaster 
Mayor 

Neighbor Paul 
Neighbor Gregory 


Master Jacob 


ate Pal 


SCENE I 


A room in the PRIEST’S house. A table and three 
chairs are-all the furnishings necessary. The 
PRIEST and the MAYOR are discovered seated 
together. 


Priest: Well, Lord Mayor, what is the news to-day? 

Mayor: News! In this cursed town things run so 
smoothly that there is never any news! 

PRIEST: Come, come! You are the Lord Mayor. Pass 
a law that there must be some news instantly or you will 
resign your position! 

Mayor: Useless, useless! The vee are so well trained 
that they would only pass resolutions regretting my decision, 
send me a handsome tribute, and accept my resignation. 

PrigsT: My poor friend! 

Mayor: But you—I would not like to be in your shoes, 
either. You must listen to everyone’s troubles—a fine, 
cheerful profession! 

PRIEST: Oh, I do not allow it to depress me! It has its 
good sides. Only the other day a robber chief visited me. 
He had two bags of stolen money hidden in the woods, and 
came to me to confess his crime. 

Mayor: And what penance did you exact? 
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Priest: I promised him forgiveness if he would but give 
me one of the bags. 

Mayor: Villain! 

PRIEST: You mean, because I did not demand bothr 

Mayor: You are a fine priest! 

PRIEST: And you are a fine mayor, to put such ideas into 
my head! 

Mayor: Ideas? What are you talking about? 

PriEsT: Do not play the innocent with me! Have I been 
your crony all these years for nothing? 

Mayor: Cronies we have been, indeed, yet in talent I 
am far inferior to you. What direction did the thief take? 

PRIEST: A good question. It is your duty as mayor to 
see that none of that money is made away with—not even 
one bag. 

Mayor: Assuredly not! Think how much good it would 
do the city! 
[Patting his big stomach and fingering the gold key at 

his neck. | 

PRIEST: Yes, just think of it! Ha! Ha! Ha! 

[Both slap each other hard on the back and laugh. While 
they are doing so, enter the SCHOOLMASTER. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Ah, you are merry, I see! 

PRIEST: Come in, friend Schoolmaster, come in! Now 
our little circle is complete. 

Mayor: Yes. I do not think I boast when I say that it 
would be hard to find three greater rogues anywhere. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Sh! Suppose any of my little pupils 
were listening—what would they say? 

PRIEST: Bah! Suppose any of my parishioners were 
listening—what would they say? 7 


WAS DE REA Ow 5 


Mayor: And suppose any of my citizens were listening 
—what would they say? 

PRIEST: We all know well, but we care not a jot. Come, 
gentlemen, let us be merry! [Gets bottle and glasses and 
sets them on table in front of him.| A toast! Let us drink to 
all the fools we have tricked! 

Mayor: And to our scorn of consequences! 

SCHOOLMASTER: And to our hopes of some fresh trick 
that we may turn! [A// drain glasses and drink.| And that 
reminds me— 

PRIEST: 


Mayor: weit? 
SCHOOLMASTER: Master Jacob, who lives over yonder 


way, is going to bring his fat pig to market to-morrow. 

Mayor: Well, and what of that? 

PRIEST: M-m-m! That is interesting news. Master Jacob, 
you say? 

SCHOOLMASTER: The very same. 

Mayor: For the life of me I can see no possibilities either 
in Master Jacob or in his fat pig. 

Priest: Ah, you have no imagination, Lord Mayor, none 
whatever. 

Mayor: No, I am a practical man of affairs. 

PRIEST: You need be something of the poet to appreciate 
the picture of Master Jacob—good simple soul—driving his 
pig to market and expecting to fetch a price as fat as its 
haunches. Ah me! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Poet, say you? I see nothing poetic in 
the idea. True, it has its reflective aspects. What, after all, 
is man but a higher form of pig? Thus we see one pig driv- 
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ing another to the market place. And for what? For gain 
—filthy, filthy gain. 

Mayor: Filthy, say your Never yet have I seen the gain 
which appeared filthy to me. Only lead me to it, and I will 
seize it, filth and all. 

PRIEST: Fie, Lord Mayor! You pain me! — cut me 
to the quick! However— 

SCHOOLMASTER : 

MAYOR: 

PRIEST: Have you truly a mind for a trick? 

SCHOOLMASTER: Do not keep us in suspense! 

PRIEST: So that is the way the wind blows. Do you both 
promise to go snacks in everything we win? 

Mayor: Indeed, yes! 

PRIEST: If we can turn this trick, I promise that each of 
us will have a rib or two of bacon hanging in the pantry— 

Mayor: M-m-m-m! 

Priest: And a string or so of sausage free in the 
chimney— 

SCHOOLMASTER: Ah-h-h-h! 

PriEsT: And that without paying so much as a brass 
button. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Tell us your plan, and quickly! 

[The three draw their heads together, listening intenily to 
the PRIEST, who whispers and gesticulates as the others 
nod understanding]y. | 


Yes, yes! 


CURTAIN 


: ABE q 
= (pe 


Neal 


Se 
AI, 


(VY 


PIS MAY 
LN. BtCry 


MASTER JACOB ; 


SCENE 2 


On the road to market. Enter JACOB and his WIFE, 
JACOB leading his pig. 

WIFE: Good-by, Jacob. Indeed I cannot bear to go any 
farther. 

JACOB: Well, perhaps it is just as well. 

Wire: To think that I must part from my sweet little 
pig—that he must leave me in all the flower of his pighood! 
Oh dear! oh dear! [Stoops down and hugs pig.| 

JACOB: Come, come, wife, don’t take on so, I beg! 

WIFE: It is all very well for you to talk, hard-hearted 
man! Did you love and tend him, as I did? 

JacoB: Well, I have done my best. 

WIFE: Indeed! Who cleaned out his trough every day? 

JacoB: Why, it seems to me Z did! 

WIFE: Ah, but who insisted you should do all the dirty 
work? 

JACOB: Why, you, of course. 

WIFE: You see! Had it not been for me, the poor animal 
would have lain in a foul trough, as dirty as a— 

PAcon? (Pige 

WIFE: What! Do you imply that my pig is dirty—my 
dear little pig, whom I love like a— 

JacoB: Brother? 

WIFE: Brother, indeed! Does he look like my brother? 
Does he? Answer me! 

JAcoB: N-n-not exactly, wife. 

WIFE: Not exactly! So! I thank you for the compli- 
ment, and I bid you good day. Take the poor dear to market, 
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and mind you get a good price for him. Good-by, piggy 

dear, good-by. 

[Exit, blowing kisses to pig, who grunts in return. In fact, 
he has been grunting expressively several times during 
the past dialogue. | 

JacoBp: Come, we must be getting along if we wish to 
reach the market in time. Here, this way— 

[Leads pig across stage. As he reaches middle of stage, 
enter PRIEST, strolling in. He faces PRIEST, as PRIEST, 
with alow bow, stops. | 

PRIEST: Good day, my son! 

JAcoB: Good day, Your Reverence! 

PRIEST: How do you find yourself to-day, Master Jacob? 

JACOB: Oh, well enough, sir, well enough! 

PriEST: And where may you be going with that fine 
fat doge 

JacoB: What say you, Your Reverence?r 

PRIEST: I said, where may you be going with that fine 
fat dog? 

JACOB: Dog, say you, Father? 

PRIEST: Dog, I said. What else? 

JacoB: Dog! Prut! It is as fine a pig as ever came into 
this town, I would have you know! 

PRIEST: What! Do you try to tell me that that animal is 

a pig, when I can see with both of my ears and all of my 

eyes that it is a great fat dog? 

JacoB: I say it isa pig! 
PRIEST: I say it is a dog! 
JaAcoB: I say it isa pig! 
PRIEST: I say it is a dog! 
JaAcos: I say itisa pig!!! 


MASTER JACOB 9 


[Enter SCHOOLMASTER, strolling along, hands in pockets, 
pipe in mouth. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Halloa! Halloa! Why all this brawl- 
ing in a public place? 

PRIEST: Perhaps Master Jacob here will believe you, 
Schoolmaster. 

JAcoB: Yes, if the schoolmaster cannot tell a pig when 
he sees one, I shall take my little Jacob out of his class at 
once! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Where is this pig of which you speak? 

PRIEST: Where, indeed! That is what I should like to 
know! 

JAcoB: Show him, Schoolmaster—unless indeed the poor 
priest be stricken suddenly blind. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Gladly would I show him, Master, but 
I see no pig for miles around. [Shading his eyes with his 
hand and scanning landscape. | 

JacoB: Schoolmaster! Schoolmaster! Look here—right 
here [directing his attention to the pig, who obligingly 
grunts at this moment. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Where? 

Jaco [ pointing frantically]: Here! Herel 

SCHOOLMASTER: But that is a dog! 

PRIEST: Ha! Said I not sor 

Jacos: Schoolmaster! It is a pig! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Prut! neighbor, how you talk! Why, it 
is as plain as the nose on your face that it is a great, fat dog. 

Jacos: I say it is a pig. 

SCHOOLMASTER: I say it is a dog. 

Jacos: I know it isa pig. 
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PRIEST: Come, come. Let us have no high words over 
the matter. We will leave it to the mayor to decide. 

Jacos: But, I tell you, there is nothing to decide! 

PRIEST: That’s as it may be. If the mayor says the ani- 
mal is a pig, we two will give you ten shillings. 

SCHOOLMASTER: But if he says it is a dog, you will give 
the animal to us as a penance for your obstinacy. 

Jacos: Let us go to him quickly, then. I am in a hurry 
for my ten shillings! 

[Runs off with his pig, who grunts protestingly. PRIEST and 
SCHOOLMASTER follow, heads cocked, nudging each 
other, pointing at JACOB, winking significantly at each 
other, etc., etc. | 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 3 


The MAYor’s home. Table and chairs, different 
from those used in the PRIEST’S home, are all that 
ts necessary. MAYOR seated in his easy chair, legs 
outstretched, smoking pipe, reading paper. 

MAYOR [turning pages |: Ah dear, dear, what are we com- 
ing to! Naught here but birth notices, and marriage notices, 
and death notices—ever the same monotonous tale! No 
murders—no robberies—what can everyone be thinking of! 
I could hide my head in shame when I think of the brave 
doings in my father’s day. Why, ’twas nothing for him to 
condemn his twenty rascals a day to the gallows, and here 
am I presiding over weddings and christenings! Pah! 
[Knock.] Now, who can that be? Come in! [Enter JACOB 
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and his pig, SCHOOLMASTER and PRIEST.] Ah, at last! 
Good day, gentlemen! 

JacoB: Good day, Your Honor. And will Your Honor 
answer me a simple question? 

Mayor: Why, that will I, with a right good will. 

JacoB: Then, in Heaven’s name, tell me, Your Honor 
what animal is this I have here? 

Mayor: But, my good man, what sort of a question is 
that? Are you making game of me? 

JacosB: Indeed, no, Your Honor! 

MAYOR [threateningly|: If I thought you were making 
game of your mayor, fellow! 

JacoB: No, no, Your Honor! 

Mayor: You swear? 

JACOB [on his knees, while the pig tries vainly to pull him 
up|: I swear! 

MAyYoR [to PRIEST and SCHOOLMASTER]|: You are wit- 
ness, you two! If there is any conspiracy hereabouts to make 
me ridiculous— 

PRIEST [also on his knees, with SCHOOLMASTER /ikewise 
kneeling, eyes piously upraised, right hands raised|: We 
swear, Your Honor, there is no conspiracy to make you 
ridiculous! 

Mayor: Very well, then. What would you know con- 
cerning this dog here? 

JacoB: This what? 

Mayor: This dog! 

Jacoz [imploringly|: Your Honor, look well. Is this a 
dog’s snout here? Are these a dog’s hoofs? And is this a 
dog’s tail? 

Mayor: I wish I may be choked to death with a string 
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of sausages if it is not a dog, and a big dog and a fat dog into 

the bargain. 

PRIEST: You see, Master Jacobe I pity your strange 
obsession, but remember our bargain. 
SCHOOLMASTER: Yes! Hand over the dog! 

[Jacos looks from one to the other. Then he shrugs his 
shoulders and hands the pig over to the PRIEST. PRIEST, 
Mayor and SCHOOLMASTER gather together at side of 
stage, examining pig and congratulating one another. 
JACOB watches them a moment, then walks to the front 
of the stage and addresses the audience. | 

Jacop: What is sauce for the goose is sauce for the 
gander. If one can pipe, another can whistle. Ill just try 

a bit of a trick myself! [Finger on side of nose, winks at 

audience. | 


CURTAIN 


AC TRE 


SCENE 1 


A market place. There are two booths (tables) 
set with vegetables, fruit and eggs. Behind one 13 
NEIGHBOR GREGORY; behind the other, NEIGHBOR 
PAUL. 
GREGORY: Have you heard the trick played on Master 
Jacobe 
PAUL: Yes. Did you ever hear the like? 
GrEGoRY: We had best guard our vegetables and eggs 
here, or those rogues will be cheating us likewise. 
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PAUL: You are right, the thieving rascals! I wish some 
one would give them a taste of their own medicine. 

GREGORY: Never fear. Some one will call the turn on 
them one of these fine days. But see, here comes MASTER 
JACOB himself. 

[Enter MASTER JACOB and WIFE. He 1s leading a black 
goat. | 

PAUL: Good day, Master Jacob. What a fine, fat rhi- 
noceros you are bringing to market to-day! 

WIFE: Be silent, will you! My poor Jacob has suffered 
enough, without being taunted by you. 

GREGORY: It is not usual for you to be taking your hus- 
band’s part, mistress! 

PAUL: Yes, indeed, many a tongue lashing .-have we 
heard you give him. 

WIFE: My tongue is my own, I would have you know. J 
may use it against my husband if I choose, but I allow no 
one else to do so! 

JACOB: Well, it’s an ill wind that blows nobody good. I 
am almost glad I lost the pig—wife here has been so sweet 
ever since. 

WIFE: Il not have you abused—that I won’t. And 
since you have thought of such a clever way of getting even 
with that rascally mayor and the others— 

JacoB: Hush, woman! No one is to know anything of 
that excepting you and me. 

WIFE: Of course, of course! Oh, my tongue, my dread- 
ful tongue! 

JacoB: But all you have to do is to hold it, my dear! 

WIFE: Little a man knows what a task that is! 

JacosB: My poor wife! 
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Wire: I had best be going, else I shall let the cat out 
of the bag for sure. Do not fear, husband, I shall have the 
beef and the cabbage all ready! 

Jacoz: Will you be quiet, woman! 

Wire: Yes, yes. I am going home this very instant. I 
must get out the red-checked tablecloth— 

Jacos: Oh, go, go! You will give the whole trick away 
otherwise! [Exit WIFE, hand over mouth. | 

PAUL: What was all that about beef and cabbage for 
dinner? 

GREGORY: And a red-checked tablecloth? 

JacoB: Good neighbors, you shall know presently. Only 
wait and all shall be clear to you. 

[Enter PRIEST, SCHOOLMASTER, and MAYOR, walking arm 
in arm. | 

PRIEST: Good morrow, Master Jacob! And what have 
you there? 

JACOB: Where? 

PRIEST: There, at the end of your leading string. 

JacoB: Oh, that! The blessed saints only know that! 

PRIEST: What do you mean, Jacob? 

JacoB: Well, Your Reverence, it may be a black cat, for 
all that I know; when I left home this morning it was a 
black goat. 

SCHOOLMASTER: No impertinence, fellow! What are 
you going to do with that goatr 

Mayor: Yes, that’s what J want to know. As mayor of 
the town, it is my business to know. 

JacoB: You shall know, Lord Mayor. ’Tis naught so 
much—I am only about to send him home on an errand. 

PRIEST: What kind of an errand? 
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JAcoB: Oh, just an unimportant one. I have a craving 
for beef and cabbage for dinner. 

SCHOOLMASTER: I think the fellow’s head is turned. 
What has that goat to do with your dinner? 

JacosB: Why, perhaps I can teach even the Schoolmaster 
something! Here, little goat, come hither. [The goat has 
been nosing around the booth at the vegetables, etc. He now 
comes over to JACOB.| Go home to your mistress, little goat, 
and— [Goat starts straying off again. MASTER JACOB gives 
it a little pat.| Pay attention, now! Tell her to boil the beef 
and cabbage for dinner to-day. 

PRIEST: The man is mad. 

JAcoB: Be sure to tell her that, little goat. And tell her 
likewise to put the red-checked tablecloth on the table— 
she has been too extravagant with the white ones this week. 
[ Goat starts to stray off again.| Stop! I have not done yet. 
Bid her go to Neighbor Nicholas and borrow a good jug 
of beer, for I have a masterful thirst this morning. Now go! 
[Gives goat a brisk slap, and it runs off stage. NEIGHBORS 
GREGORY and PAUL burst out laughing. | 

Mayor: No wonder they laugh, for, sad as the sight of 
such an affliction is, it takes a strange form here. 

PRIEST: Jacob, my poor man! Do you really believe the 
goat will tell the mistress all thatr 

Jacos: Oh, I know he will, Your Reverence. That little 
black goat is a mighty keen blade! 

SCHOOLMASTER: A keen blade! Who ever heard of a 
goat being a keen blade? 

JAcoB: Who ever heard of a pig being a dog? 

MAyor [hastily]: That will do—that will do. 
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Jacoz: If you do not believe in my wonderful goat, come 
right home with me now. I will prove it to you. 
Mayor: Really, I think we ought to see him to his home. 

It is dangerous to leave lunatics at large. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Yes, he is a menace to the community. 

Come, Jacob, we will take you home. 

JacoB: Do. Then you shall see I speak the truth. 
PRIEST: [soothingly]: Yes, yes, my son. This way— 
lean on me. 

[He slips arm under JACOB’S and leads him off stage. 
MAYOR and SCHOOLMASTER follow, hands upratised 
piously, heads shaking. NEIGHBOR PAUL and NEIGH- 
BOR GREGORY run from their booths to watch, slapping 
each other on the back, one doubled up with laughter, 
the other stuffing his handkerchief into his mouth. 
Just as JACOB 1s about to disappear from the stage, he 
turns back and winks at them. One waves his handker- 
chief and the other shakes hands with himself in mock 
congratulation. | 

CURTAIN 


SCENE 2 


JACOB’S home, as cozy a cottage interior as re- 
sources permit. Directly in the center of the stage, 
the table, its red-and-white checked tablecloth very 
evident, 1s laid for two. In the back is a closet or 
curtained-off portion from which JACOB takes 
bladder, horn, etc. Over the fireplace a pot is 
hanging. JACOB'S WIFE 1s bustling about, putting 
touches here and there. 


ats 
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WIFE: It must be almost time for them to be here. Dear 
me, I hope I have forgotten nothing! Let me see—here is 
the tablecloth, and yonder the beef and cabbage are boiling. 
Oh yes, and I must have the other black goat in here. [Runs 
off stage and returns, leading goat in.] My, my! how lucky 
it is we had the two goats so exactly alike! Wherever the 
other one is, I don’t know, but it’s worth a lost goat to get 
even with those wretches! [Talking to goat.| Yes, you 
black goat, do you know that your twin brother helped play 
a trick on His Reverence the Priest, His Honor the Mayor, 
and His Worship the Schoolmaster? Do you know that, 
you silly black goat? Deary me! How glad I am to have 
you for company, because otherwise I wouldn’t have a soul 
to talk to, and how dreadful that would be! 

[Voice of the PRIEST heard, saying, “This way, Master 
Jacob.” Enter PRIEST, SCHOOLMASTER, MAYor. 
Priest 1s leading Jacob as though he might become sud- 
denly violent. | 

PRIEST: My poor woman, we have brought your husband 
home to you. 

WIFE: Of course you have! Why should you leave him 
behind? 

Priest: Alas! I think it my duty to tell you— [His eye 
lights on the tablecloth, and he lets go of MASTER JACOB 
suddenly and nudges the other two.] Mayor! Schoolmas- 
ter! Do you see that tablecloth? 

Mayor: It may be an accident—probably she always 
has a red tablecloth, and that talk about the white is all 
poppycock. 

WIFE: Look now, Jacob, I wish you would tell me fur- 
ther ahead of time when you want beef and cabbage for 
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dinner. I was just about to put on bean soup when the goat 
came in and gave me your message. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Let me see that animal, woman. 

WIFE: Certainly, your worship. [Leads forward the 
goat.| About the beer, Jacob, Neighbor Nicholas had none 
to spare, so I just borrowed a jugful from Neighbor Freder- 
ick, and here it is. [Hands JACOB beer. | 

Priest: Well, upon my word! The man is not mad, 
then! 

WIFE: Mad? How dare you say such a thing! 

PRIEST: Oh, no offense, no offense, my good woman! 
Here, let me see that goat. 

[The three cronies gather around the goat, examining it on 
all sides. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Look here, Master Jacob, such a goat 
would be very useful to me, I can tell you. 

Mayor: I do not doubt it, Schoolmaster! If you have a 
mind to sell it, I will give you as much as twenty dollars 
for it. 

JAcoB: Ohno! My nice little, dear little black goat! 

PRIEST: You are right, Jacob. Twenty dollars is not 
enough for such a goat. J will give you thirty dollars. 

JacoB: Itis not enough, Your Reverence. You see your- 
self what a valuable animal she is. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Come, I will offer you more than either 
of them. What do you say to forty dollars? 

Mayor: Forty dollars! It is a fortune. 

SCHOOLMASTER: I know it well, but think how useful he 
will be to me at school! When it rains, I can send him to 
the children’s homes for their rubbers and umbrellas. And 
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when they forget their lunches, what a comfort he will be! 

I say again, I will give you forty dollars on the spot, Jacob. 

Jacos: Make it fifty dollars, Schoolmaster, and the goat 
is yours. 

SCHOOLMASTER: I am only a poor schoolmaster, Jacob. 
I cannot afford such a sum. 

PRIEST: Come, we have always done everything to- 
gether. We will all contribute to the fifty dollars and all 
have a share in the goat. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Now I call that handsome of you, Your 
Reverence. Is it a bargain? 

JAcoB: Done, gentlemen. Hand over the money and the 
goat is yours. 

Mayor [taking money from his pocket}: Here is my 
share. 

SCHOOLMASTER [also pulling out money]: And mine. 

Priest: And mine. 

[All three, after paying JACOB, again gather around the 
goat. JACOB’S WIFE, in the background, 1s dancing up 
and down, clapping her hands, pointing the finger of 
scorn at them, etc. JACOB tries to quiet her, expressing 
in pantomime that she will give everything away if she 
does not stop. PRIEST, SCHOOLMASTER and MAYOR pay 
no attention to them, however, as they are too busy 
examining the goat and congratulating one another. | 

Mayor [aside]: He is an even bigger fool than I 
thought! To sell such an animal for fifty dollars! 

SCHOOLMASTER: What can you expect of such an unedu- 
cated person! I am surprised he knew enough to count the 
money! 

PRIEST: Come, we had better get out quickly, before he 
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changes his mind. [Turning from others and speaking to 

JacoB]: Well, good day, Jacob. You have done a good 

morning’s work, I can tell you! Fifty dollars is an unheard- 

of price for a goat to fetch. 
JAcoB [holding out money]: If you wish to change your 
mind, Your Reverence, here is your money back again. 
PRIEST [ hastily, and leading goat toward door as quickly 
as possible}: Ohno, no, Master Jacob! The deed is done 
now. Good morning to you! 

[SCHOOLMASTER and MAYOR, standing in front of goat, 
guard it from JACOB very ostentatious]y. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Good day, Jacob! I must hurry! 
Mayor: Good day, Jacob! Important affairs of the city 
claim me at once! 

[Exit MAYOR, PRIEST and SCHOOLMASTER. JACOB and his 
WIFE, after bowing and curtsying them out most 
respectfully, take hands and dance around in the mid- 
dle of the floor. | 

WIFE: Oh, I thought I should die! The great boobies! 

JAcoB: Fifty dollars for a goat! You shall have a silken 
gown to-morrow! 

WIFE: Oh, dear husband, how good you are to me! And 

I shall buy you a long pipe, such as the Lord Mayor smokes 

of a Sunday while he is thinking up fresh villainies. 

JacoB: We shall live in clover, my love! But look you, 
twill not be long before they find out my trick. 

WIFE: Let us spend the money quickly, then! 

Jacoz: Wait a bit, my dear. I am not through yet. 

[He goes to the back of the stage, and from a table there he 
takes a bag of unbleached muslin, which is filled with 
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bright-red paint or any liquid which is red and which 
will show its color when spilled. | 
WIFE: Here, here, what are you doing with that bladder 
of blood? I am going to make it into a delicious pudding 
to-day. 
JAcoB: Yes, and you know that blood-bladder pudding is 
my favorite dish. But to-day I must sacrifice it. 
WIFE: What do you mean?P 
JACOB: Never mind what I mean. Hide the bladder 
under your apron, and when I stab you, fall down as though 
you were dead. 
WIFE: But I don’t want to be stabbed! 
JACOB: I am not going to stab you, silly! It is the bladder 
that I shall stab. 
WIFE: But I don’t want to be stabbed in the bladder! 
Jacos: It is not your bladder that I shall stab, foolish 
woman! It is this very bladder here [ holding it up | which 
you shall hide under your apron—so. 
[Hides it under her apron, and puts her hand ont to hold 
it in place. | 
WIFE: But then I can’t make any bladder pudding! 
Jacoss Never fear, good wife. You can make one another 
time. [Knock.] What! Are they back already? They have 
found out even more quickly than I thought they would. 
Now remember, wife, I shall do you no harm. Only do as 
I tell you. [Knocking again.] Come in! [Enter NEIGHBOR 
GREGORY and NEIGHBOR PAUL.] Oh, it is you! Welcome, 
neighbors! 
GREGORY: We saw the three of them leading the goat 
away, and we came to congratulate you. 


22 WONDER CLOCK 


PAUL: Oh, we were like to die with laughter when we 
saw how careful they were! 

GREGORY: And how they were quarreling as to who 
should send him on the first errand! Oh, it was rare sport! 
[ Knock. | 

JacosB: This time it is surely they. [Loud and angry 
knocking.| Without a doubt! [Running over to chair and 
sitting down peacefully with pipe.| Come in! 

[ Mayor, PRIEST and SCHOOLMASTER rush in, shaking their 
fists at JACOB and all talking at once. | 

PRIEST: You scoundrel! 

SCHOOLMASTER: You have cheated us! 

Mayor: You shall go off to prison at once! 

JACOB: Quiet, gentlemen, quiet. In what have I offended 
your 

Mayor: Offended? You are a thief, sir, nothing less 
than a thief! 

SCHOOLMASTER: How dare you make sport of educated 
peopler 

JacoB: But do explain yourselves, gentlemen. A short 
time ago you were well satisfied. 

Priest: I tell you that goat of yours is of no more use 
than five wheels to a wagon. He obeys no commands. 

SCHOOLMASTER: He will run no errands of any kind. 

Mayor: He stands there baaing like any ordinary black 
goat, and carries no messages for us. 

JACOB: Strange! You saw what he did for me! 

PRIEST: Yes, and there is some mystery here. Unless 
you explain it, to prison you go. 

JAcoB: Stop a bit! Stop a bit! Did you say, “By the 
great horn spoon,” when you addressed him? 
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SCHOOLMASTER: Why should we? 

Jacosp: Did I not mention to you that it was absolutely 
necessary to say, “By the great horn spoon,” when you 
ordered him to do this or that? 

Mayor: Never a word did you say about that. 

JACOB: [furning to wife and shaking fist at her|: Why 
didn’t you remind me? [WIFE starts to answer, but at a 
kick and a warning glance from JACOB she buries her face 
in one hand, holding the other carefully over the bladder 
under her apron, and starts to weep.| Why didn’t you 
remind me, I say? [She sobs more violently.| How dare 
you make me out a cheat before these three gentlemen? 
Take that—and that—and that! 

[Stabs her in the “blood bladder” she is holding under her 
apron, so the red liquid runs out all over her. She falls 
down as 1f dead. General consternation. All stand 1n 
various attitudes of horror and dismay. | 

Mayor: Good Heavens! man, I believe you have killed 
her! 

JACOB [leaning down and listening to her heart|: Her 
heart has stopped beating. Probably you are right. 

SCHOOLMASTER: But, my good fellow, you should culti- 
vate control! You are far too impulsive. 

JAcoB: Come, come, the broth is not all in the ashes yet. 
Perhaps I am a bit hasty, but we will soon mend this 
stocking. [Goes to curtained-off portion in back of room 
and brings out atin horn. Going over to his wife, he blows 
it over her. Startled, his wife sits up and opens her mouth 
to speak. JACOB, however, claps his hand over it and helps 
her to her feet, still keeping his hand over her mouth.| 
You see, gentlemen, she is good and sound as ever. A little 
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bloody, it is true, but that is nothing. It takes our horn to 
bring a dead person back to life—hey, wife? 

WIFE: Oh, how glad I am you had the horn so con- 
venient, Jacob! To think of my staying dead, and you here 
with no one to look after your needs! My poor husband! 

Mayor: What a devoted wife, Jacob! If you had once 
killed me, even though you did bring me safe back to life, I 
would have naught more to do with you. 

WIFE: Oh, I do not bear malice, sir. What’s done is 
done. And now give me the precious horn, that I may put 
it safely away again. 

PRIEST: Let me see that horn, Jacob. I think we realize 
its value better than you do. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Yes, you should not be intrusted with 
anything so valuable. 

Mayor: Will you take twenty dollars for it? 

JacoB: Twenty dollars for a horn which restores the 
dead to life? No, indeed! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Thirty dollars, then. 

JACOB: No, no—not enough. 

PRIEST: We will all contribute as we did before, and 
make it fifty dollars. Will that satisfy your 

JAcoB: You are hard on a poor man. But I need the 
money, and if I must part with my greatest treasure— 

SCHOOLMASTER: So be it! Quick, gentlemen, we must 
be about our business! 
[All pull money out of pockets and count it out to JACOB, 

who stands with the horn in one hand, the other out- 
stretched, awaiting the money. | 

JACOB [after they have put it in his hand|: Do you 
count it for me, wife. 
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PRIEST: What! Do you not trust us, then? 

JacoB: Mistakes will happen, Your Reverence. 

WIFE [after counting money]: The money is all there, 
Jacob. 

JACOB [hands the tin horn over to the PRIEST, with a 
low bow. | 

PRIEST [to others]: Come quickly. I wish to test its 
powers at once. 

[Exit PRIEST, SCHOOLMASTER, and Mayor, elbowing one 
another for possession of horn. As soon as they have 
gone, JACOB, JACOB’S WIFE, NEIGHBOR PAUL and 
NEIGHBOR GREGORY burst out laughing. | 

PAUL: Oh, I thought I should have died, myself, Jacob. 

GREGORY: What if you had? The tin horn would have 
restored you to life! 

WIFE: To think that my Jacob should be able to trick 
them so easily! Such great gentlemen, too—the priest, the 
mayor, and the schoolmaster! 

JacoB: Yes. They will be after me presently, never fear. 

WIFE: And then whatr Oh, how furious they will be! 
They will clap you into jail for sure and certain, husband! 

JacoB: Never fear. I am ready for them. 

PAUL: What, have you another trick prepared? 

JacoB: That I have, but you must help me. 

GREGORY: Oh, gladly, gladly, Jacob. It is a joy to pay 
these rascals back in their own coin. 

Jacos: Then draw your chairs up close, and follow my 
directions exactly! 

[All draw their chairs up, while JACOB gesticulates and 

explains in pantomime. | 

CURTAIN 
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SCENE 3 


[A bit of road. The black goat is grazing and nib- 
bling. The black goat may do all the funny tricks 
he has a mind to, before the PRIEST, MAYOR and 
SCHOOLMASTER enter. After he has performed, 
enter PRIEST, SCHOOLMASTER and MAYOR. | 
PriESsT: There he is, the cause of all our trouble. 
SCHOOLMASTER: Why not teach him a lesson, just as 
Jacob taught his wife? 
Mayor: He might refuse to run any errands after we 
kill him. 
PRIEST: But if the horn bring him to life again, why 
should he refuse? 
SCHOOLMASTER: We can try. Come hither, goat! [Goat 
continues nibbling. | 
PRIEST: No gentleness. My blood boils when I look at 
him! So, unless we say, “By the great horn spoon,” you will 
run no errands for us! [Goat continues to nibble. | 
SCHOOLMASTER: He does not even answer. I would not 
endure such impertinence from a goat. 
Mayor: And a goat for which we paid fifty dollars! 
PRIEST: Very well, then—take that! 
[Raises his heavy walking stick and gives goat such a thwack 
that he falls down dead. | 
SCHOOLMASTER: Well done. I am all for discipline. 
Mayor: Is he dead? 
PRIEST [kicks him over with his foot. Goat does not 
move|: As dead as a stone. 
SCHOOLMASTER: I think he has learned his lesson, then. 
Bring him back to life. 


MASTER JACOB 27 


PriEsT: Ah, this is a great moment! If only some of my 
parishioners could see me!" 
[Puts horn to his lips and blows blast over the goat. Waits 
for the goat to rise. Goat stays dead.| Strange! 
Strange! 
Mayor: Perhaps you do not know how to blow your 
own horn. It takes a politician to do that. 
PRIEST: Very well. You try, Mayor. 
[ MAYOR struts forward and, taking the horn, flourishes it as 
he addresses a pretended audience. | 
Mayor: Fellow citizens, for years I have held the 
position of mayor in our community. Have I ever swerved 
from my duty? No! Have I ever broken any of the pledges 
I made your No! Have you ever had so remarkable a 
mayor? No! And now I am about to give you proof that 
I am even more remarkable than I myself knew—I am 
about to restore the dead to life. You do not believe me? 
Observe closely! 
[Stoops over the goat and blows a blast on the horn. The 
goat does not move. | 
SCHOOLMASTER: Strange! most strange! The goat does 
not answer to the voice of the Church or the State. Will 
he respond to Culture? 
[He takes the horn from the MAYOR and, stepping over the 
goat, blows it. Still the goat does not move. | 
Priest: By Heaven! if Jacob has tricked us again, he 
shall be hung! 
SCHOOLMASTER: Impossible, Your Reverence. The fel- 
low would not have the effrontery. Do not become unduly 
excited. Let us think! 
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Mayor: Think, then! The people pay taxes so that you 
may teach them how to think. Let us see what you can do. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Your Honor, perhaps the goat is a 
victim of class prejudice. 

Mayor: What? 

SCHOOLMASTER: Just think—is it likely that he ever 
has been called back to life by a priest, a mayor, or a school- 
master? I doubt it. 

Mayor: Stuff and nonsense! As a man of business, I 
say we paid fifty dollars for the horn and we have been 
cheated. Jacob shall swing for this! [Shakes his fist 
furiously. | 

PRIEST: Right, Your Honor. Let us find him at once. 
[Enter NEIGHBOR PAUL and NEIGHBOR GREGORY.] Here 
are two friends of his. [He calls them angrily.| Hey there, 
Master Gregory and Master Paul! Come hither at once! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Be politic. Don’t let them know we 
have been cheated! 

PRIEST: A good thought! [Changing his tone.| Good 
day, Master Gregory! Good day, Master Paul! 

GREGORY: Good day, Your Reverence. 

PRIEST: Can you tell us where we may find Master 
Jacobe 

GREGORY: Indeed yes, Your Reverence; we passed him 
only this moment. 

PRIEST: And where was he? 

PAUL: I do not think he would want Your Reverence 
to know. 

MAyor [heatedly]: Indeed! We have a right to know! 

SCHOOLMASTER: Careful, careful, Mayor. Come, my 
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good fellows, we would have just a word with him. Where 

can we find him? 

GREGORY: You will not spread the news, Your Worship? 

SCHOOLMASTER: You can trust us, Master Gregory. 

PAUL: Well then, when we saw Master Jacob just a 
moment ago, he was in the woods, gathering money. 

Mayor: Gathering money! No wonder, if he cheats 
everyone as he cheated us! 

PRIEST: Softly, softly, Your Honor. Where did you say 
he was? 

PAUL: In the woods, just in back of his house. 

SCHOOLMASTER: So! This is worth looking into. Let 
us go into the woods at once. 

Mayor: How long is it since you met with him, fellow? 

GREGORY: Oh, about an hour. 

Mayor: Then he has gotten home by now. Come, let 
us go to him directly. We shall get to the bottom of this 
matter. 

PRIEST: We shall. 

[ PRIEST, MAYOR, and SCHOOLMASTER /ink arms and strut 
off stage together. NEIGHBOR GREGORY and NEIGHBOR 
PAUL look after them, then, one on each side of the 
dead goat. Stooping down, hands on hips, they grin 
significantly at each other. | 


CURTAIN 


DC lati 


SCENE 1 


[JAcoB’s home again. As the curtain rises, J ACOB’S 
WIFE 1s sitting at table, sewing, and JACOB 1s at the 
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back of the stage, busy between fireplace and cur- 
tained-off portion, with the two pots which he 
afterwards brings out. | 

WIFE: Oh, Jacob, I fear me they will be in a towering 
rage by this time. 

Jacos: Never fear, wife. For this time I shall tell them 
the exact truth. I shall not fool them in the least. 

WIFE: Now, Jacob Shtoof, how is that possible? 

JACOB: Pay attention, and I shall explain once again. 
You know that Neighbor Gregory and Neighbor Paul have 
already told them I can gather money in the woods? 

WIFE: But you cannot! 

JacoB: Of course I cannot! But they will not believe me 
if I say so. 

WIFE: Why should they? You have lied to them twice! 

Jacos: Bravo, wife! That is just what I want them 
to say! 

WIFE: But how will that help your 

Jacos: If I tell them the truth and they do not believe 
me, can I help what happens to them? 

WIFE: Well, what wi// happen to them? 

JAcoB: Ah, that you shall see. Patience. I think I hear 
them coming. [Knock at door. | 

WIFE: Oh, I am so frightened! 

JacoB: Never fear. Leave all to me. [Knock again. ] 
Come in! [Enter PRIEST, MAYOR, and SCHOOLMASTER. 
JACOB comes forward to meet them, an iron or enamel pot, 
such as 1s used for cooking, over each arm.| Good day, 
gentlemen. 

PRIEST: Good day, Master Jacob. And what have you 
in those two pots? 
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JACOB: Justa little money, gentlemen. 

Mayor: Money, hey! [Going to examine it.] A potful 
of money, forsooth! Neighbor Gregory and Neighbor Paul 
spoke the truth, then. 

WIFE: But I assure Your Honor those pots are full of 
pitch. There is just a little money sprinkled over the top. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Aha! you think you can fool us again, 
do your You were in league with him once before, woman. 

WIFE: But, Your Worship, he has been cooking the 
pitch these many hours. I swear I speak true. 

PRIEST: I would not believe either of you upon oath. 
Take us to the woods where you gather your money! 

Jacoz: The woods? 

PRIEST: Yes, Mr. Innocent Face, the woods. After the 
way you have treated us, it is but fair that, if there is any 
money to be gathered, we have our share. 

Jacos: If you wish to go to the woods to gather money, 
I cannot stop you. But I warn you in advance, the bushes 
there conceal a deep pit, and if you are not careful you will 
fall in. 

Mayor: You seem very anxious to keep us out of those 
woods, Jacob! 

PRIEST: Indeed, yes! We know how much of that cheese 
of yours to swallow! Lead the way, fellow, or you shall be 
hanged at once! 

Jacos: As you wish, gentlemen. This way! 

[Bows the three out, and follows. WIFE, left behind, gazes 
after them apprehensively, shaking her head. ] 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE 2 


[The stage is as dark as possible. There 1s a com- 
paratively cleared space, set with a few trees, 
rocks, and stones. Well toward the side there 1s a 
group of bushes, in the midst of which a small 
step-ladder is thoroughly concealed. There may 
be real shrubbery, if the play 1s given in summer, 
or trees painted on large cardboard backgrounds. 
They must be so arranged that the step-ladder 1s 
not seen by the audience. Enter JACOB, in the lead, 
the other three following close behind, all carry- 
ing lanterns. | 
JACOB [ pointing to group of bushes]: Do not go too near 
those thick bushes yonder, gentlemen. 
PRIEST: And why note 
Jacos: There is a deep pit hidden there and you will be 
sure to fall into it. 
SCHOOLMASTER: A likely story! In all probability that 
is where your money is hidden! 
Mayor: Yes, our hundred dollars that he forced from 
us by fraud and deceit! 
JAcoB: Very well, gentlemen. I shall leave you. I see 
you do not trust me. 
PRIEST: Trust you! You have given us no cause to do so, 
lying rogue that you are! 
JacoB: Perhaps, gentlemen, perhaps. If you need me, 
you have only to call me. 
SCHOOLMASTER: You may wait long before any of us 
will call you, Jacob Shtoof! We had rather die than accept 
anything from you. 
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Mayor: Excepting your money, which is rightfully 
ours, you thieving rascal. 

JacoB: Now I will not come, no matter how much you 
may call. You have called me a liar and a thief, and you 
may fall into the pit and stay there for all I care! 

[Strides off stage indignantly. The three burst out laughing, 

and watch him go, hands on their hips, bending forward to 

see that he really does go.| 

PRIEST: No wonder he is angry! If anyone had found 
out where my money were hidden, I should be angry, too! 

SCHOOLMASTER: I do not trust him. He may come back 
and try to keep us from searching. 

PRIEST: Quite so. Suppose you two stay here and keep 
watch, and I shall go ahead. 

MAyYoR: So that you may get at the treasure before we 
do! You are a deep one, Your Reverence! 

PRIEST: How can you think so of me? No, indeed; it is 
only to see whether there really is such a pit as he speaks of. 

SCHOOLMASTER: One of us must keep watth here, that is 
certain. And I have no mind to be alone in such a dismal 
place. 

PrigsT: Then I shall go, whether you like it or not, Lord 
Mayor. [Starts toward bushes with his lantern held high. | 
By Heaven! it is assuredly dark enough and stony enough. 
But I see no signs of a pit. 

[Picks his way carefully over to the clump of bushes. The 
others, holding up their lanterns, watch him. Presently 
he disappears into the bushes, climbing the ladder out 
of sight of the audience, and keeping out of sight until 
the MAYOR and SCHOOLMASTER have finished the fol- 
lowing conversation: | 
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Mayor [holding lantern high]: Nota sign of him. 

SCHOOLMASTER: No. The bushes are hiding him from 
view. 

Mayor: Bushes! More likely he is filling his pockets, 
the greedy wretch! 

SCHOOLMASTER: We shall soon put a stop to that. Has 
it not always been share and share alike, between us? 

Mayor: If he does not return soon, I shall go to him. 
Come, we will give him five minutes. 

[ Both take out their watches and study them by the light of 
the lanterns. In the meantime, the PRIEST, who has 
been climbing the ladder out of sight of the audience, 
reaches the top. He stretches out over the top of it a 
moment, peering down, and then falls over it down to 
the ground. Pillows or mattresses, or, best of all, a 
gymnasium mat, covered with green or brown burlap 
to represent the earth, break the fall so that he does not 
hurt himself. He sits stupidly on the ground a moment, 
rubbing his head. | 

PRIEST: Upon my word, the fellow spoke the truth. Oh, 
my head, my head! [Continues to rub it.| What fools he 
has made of us! Why, he can beat us at our own game any 
day! [Rising to his feet, he tries to climb out, but does not 
succeed. Limps back and sits down again.| Patience. I 
shall have company in my misery, soon enough. 

MAYorR [putting watch away|: Five minutes are up, 
Schoolmaster. If you have a mind to let the priest gather 
all the money, I, for one, am of a different opinion. 

SCHOOLMASTER: You ought to know too well to suppose 
I would permit any such thing. Come, let us go after him. 
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Mayor: How about standing guard here? Ought you 
not to remainP 

SCHOOLMASTER: Do you take me for a child, Mayore 
As though I would stay behind while you fill your pockets! 

Mayor: Very well, then. Come along. Careful now! 
The place is full of rocks and stones! 

[They pick their way carefully along, till the SCHOOLMAS- 
TER stumbles and falls. | 

SCHOOLMASTER [groaning]: Oh! oh! I have hurt my 
leg! 

Mayor: Whatif you have? Do you suppose I shall stay 
behind for that? 

SCHOOLMASTER: Oh, just a moment, just a moment! I 
gave myself a desperate wrench; I did indeed! 

Mayor: That comes of being so greedy. Had you re- 
mained on guard, as I advised, it would never have hap- 
pened. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Oh! oh! oh! How I have hurt myself! 

Mayor: Well, J am going ahead. I cannot stay behind 
to nurse you. 

[Goes ahead cautiously until he reaches ladder, when he 
disappears while climbing up it, just as the PRIEST did. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Oh, how inhuman he is! I shall get 
even with him for this—only let him wait! I'll show him! 
[Continues to moan, rub his leg, etc., while the MAYOR 

reaches the top of the ladder, and falls down just as the 
PRIEST did. He lies stunned for a moment, while 
the PRIEST sits rubbing his hands and chuckling. Pres- 
ently the MAYOR sits up. | 

PrigEst: Ah, Mayor! Did you have a pleasant trip here? 
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Mayor: What—what is it? You here, toor Where is 
the money? 

~ Priest: Only Master Jacob knows that, and he will not 

tell us, I fancy. 

Mayor: So he did speak the truth, after all! And this 
is the deep pit he warned us of! 

PRIEST: Exactly, Mayor, exactly. Here we are, and, 
unless a miracle happens, here we shall remain. 

Mayor: I shall not give up hope so easily. Come, there 
must be some way out of this! 

PRIEST: Oh, amuse yourself by trying to find it, Lord 

Mayor! 

[He lies back, head on arms, legs upratsed and crossed, 
watching the MAYOR as he goes about the pit trying to 
find a means of escape. Meanwhile the SCHOOLMASTER 
has pulled himself up and 1s dragging himself over 
toward the bushes. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: ‘The rogues! The unspeakable rogues! 

There they are, filling their pockets without me! It is little 

or nothing but the scraps and bones that I will come in for! 

[He reaches the ladder, disappears from the view of the 
audience, and falls over the top just as the others did. 
The MAYOR, who has been walking around the pit, 
rushes over to one side and shrinks back as the SCHOOL- 
MASTER comes tumbling down, and the PRIEST hastily 
gets out of the way. SCHOOLMASTER lies flat for a 
moment, then sits up and rubs his side. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: Oh me! Was ever anyone so unfor- 
tunate! 


PRIEST: Indeed, yes, Schoolmaster. You have two com- 
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panions in misfortune. [He and MAyoR make SCHOOLMAS- 

TER a low bow. | 

SCHOOLMASTER: What! You here likewise? 

Mayor: Yes, here we are all together again. 

PRIEST: And the question is, what are we to do with 
ourselves, now that we are here? 

SCHOOLMASTER: We must think! 

[All strike the same attitude, sitting on ground, holding 
heads in deep thought. Enter, from other side, op posite 
pit, JACOB, his WIFE, NEIGHBOR PAUL, and NEIGHBOR 
GREGORY. | 

JAcoB: Aha! It’s very quiet in there, I see. 

GREGORY: Wouldn’t you be quiet if you were gathering 
money? 

WIFE: Not I! I would rejoice for all to hear. 

PAUL: That I can well believe. But we had better see 
if all is well over yonder. [Puts his hands to his mouth and 
calls.| Hallo-o! Mayor! Schoolmaster! Priest! 

{ MAYOR, SCHOOLMASTER, and PRIEST jump up and run to 
side of pit. | 

PRIEST: Come quickly! That rascally Jacob— 

JacoB [calling|: Did I, or did I not, tell you the truth? 

Mayor: Just wait until we get out of here! You shall 
learn a thing or two! 

JacosB: In that case we will bid you good day, Your 
Honor. You may stay in the pit until you learn a thing 
or two. 

SCHOOLMASTER: No, no; donot go! Help! Help! 

JacoB: Will you do what I tell you, thenr 

SCHOOLMASTER: Yes, yes, anything! 

Jacos: Then say after me, in the presence of my wife 


33 WONDER CLOGK Flew s 


and my neighbors here, “It is we who are cheats and liars, 
and not Master Jacob.” 

PRIEST: Never! 

JacoB: Very well, then. Farewell to you. 

SCHOOLMASTER: Stay, Master Jacob, stay! It is the 
mayor and the priest [ pointing at them] who are cheats and 
liars, and not Master Jacob. 

Mayor: It is the schoolmaster and the priest [ pointing 
at them | who are cheats and liars, and not Master Jacob. 

PRIEST: It is the mayor and schoolmaster [pointing at 
them | who are cheats and liars. 

JACOB: Finish, Your Reverence, finish. 

PRIEST [gulping|: And not Master Jacob. 

JACOB: See that you remember that, gentlemen, or it will 
be the worse for you. 
[Throws a rope over to the three. They haul it in and tie it 

around their waists. JACOB, NEIGHBOR GREGORY, 
NEIGHBOR PAUL, and JACOB’S WIFE all start pulling at 
other end. | 

CURTAIN 
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How the Princess’s Pride 
Was Broken 


ACT I 


SCENE 1 


The QUEEN and the ladies of the COURT seated. 
QUEEN embroidering. 

QUEEN: Indeed, ladies, in these degenerate days one 
does not know what is best for one’s daughters. 

DUCHESS: Quite so, Your Majesty, quite so. The maid- 
ens are so headstrong and willful there is no talking with 
them at all. 

DowAGER: ‘Talking! Yes, that is the trouble with you 
all. In my day we did not talk so much—we acted», And 
quickly, too—no fiddle-faddling and shilly-shallying. 

COUNTESS: But, madam, the times have changed. Would 
you have your granddaughter, your dear granddaughter, 
forced to marry any one of these, her many suitors, against 
her will? 

DowacGER: And why not, I should like to know? You 
say against her will. The child has no will. She has whims. 
And the right man can rid her of those as fast as a buttered 
egg could slip down your throat. 

QUEEN: My daughter whimsical! Indeed not, mother! 
She is fastidious, and so she should be. Is she not a princess 
royal? And the most beautiful one livingr 

DowacER: No one knows better than I that she is a prin- 
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cess royal. And to whom does she owe her royal birthe 
To me. 

QUEEN: Mother! 

DoWAGER: To me, I say! Had I not begged you on my 
knees, you would have wedded that vulgar strolling musi- 
cian, and instead of a princess you would have had a dread- 
ful bawling gypsy for a daughter— 

QUEEN: Mother, I beg of you to stop! 

DowacER: Nonsense! It is common knowledge. Is it 
not so, ladiesr 

ALL: Indeed, yes, madam! 

QUEEN: All that has nothing to do with my daughter— 
our lovely little princess. She is sixteen years old to-day. 

COUNTESS: Ah yes, we know it well. For days my 
daughter has been begging leave to buy her a silken ker- 
chief. Such extravagance! I am all for simple gifts among 
young people. But nothing else would do. 

DoWAGER: And so you allowed her to get it, I presume? 

COUNTESS: Assuredly! What else could I doe 

DowaGER: Now there you have another instance of mod- 
ern indulgence. In my day— 

DUuCHEss: I must say, Countess, and you too, Your 
Majesty, that I do not agree with you. I do not agree with 
you. These young people are of royal birth, are they not? 
They see wealth and extravagance on all sides, do they not? 
Then how can you force them to false standards of sim- 
plicity? 

QUEEN: That is my contention also, Duchess. They 
were born to the purple. Why try to turn it to a common 
lavender? 

DowaceEr: Of all the stuff and nonsense! I suppose you 
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do not remember the revolution in your uncle’s day, Duch- 
ess? And you, daughter Queen, the anxious times when we 
nearly had to pawn the crown jewels? 

QUEEN: And what then? Those times passed, did they 
note And here we are now, all in our royal robes. 

DOWAGER: Only because some one with brains and fore- 
sight saved the kingdom. You shall see! 

QUEEN: We shall see, mother! But look—here come 
the children. Are they not lovely, bless them? 

[Enter the PRINCESS and her companions. As they come in 
they all curtsy deeply. | 

PRINCESS [running to DOWAGER QUEEN]:  Grand- 
mother, how ever did you know I longed for these very 
golden beads? 

DowaGER: Oh, grandmothers have been girls them- 
selves, you know! ; 

PRINCESS: So they say, but sometimes it is hard to 
believe. 

DowacGER: Well, upon my word! 

PRINCESS: “Fhere, there, I did but jest. The beads are 
so beauteous I shall never part with them—never! See, I 
have them about my neck now. [Poznts to them. | 

QUEEN: Show the ladies your other gifts, dear one. 

PRINCESS: Yes indeed! See, here is a jeweled diadem, 
from my dear mother. And here a pendant, from the Duch- 
ess yonder. Is it not splendid? And do look at my diamond 
shoe buckles, from the Countess! But the best, the very 
best, you have not yet seen. 

QUEEN: And what is that? 

PRINCESS: It is a kerchief, a silken kerchief, from my 
dearest friend. See, here it-is, in my reticule! I prize it 
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above everything. [The girls cluster around, admiring the 
gifts. | 

QUEEN [to DOWAGER QUEEN aside]: You see! What 
did I tell you? The child is not spoiled. The gift from 
her friend means more to her than the diadem and the pen- 
dant and the diamond shoe buckles all together. 

DowacER: I am sure I hope so! 

CoUNTEss: And now, Princess, that you are turned six- 
teen, may we not soon expect to hear that you have decided 
upon one of your many suitors? 

BEST FRIEND: How about Prince Asinine? 

PRINCESS: Prince Asinine! A mere babe. I could not 
marry so young a husband. 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: Well, then, there is Count Dod- 
derer? Surely you cannot say that of him. 

PRINCESS: No indeed, the old granddad! Do you think 
I would wed one more than twice my age? 

DowacER: It would not harm you, miss! A little ma- 
turity would counterbalance your flightiness! 

PRINCESS: Now, granny dear! Not on my birthday! 

THIRD-BEST FRIEND: How about Duke Smalltalk? I 
thought him so interesting! 

PRINCESS: He! Heavens! He is so thin I should be 
doubting whether I had a husband or a stick at my side! 

CousIN: Well, then, there is Baron Puffo. Surely there 
never was a more amiable man! 

PRINCESS: Amiable! It goes with fat, they say! He was 
like an overstuffed pillow! 

DoWAGER: You are impossible. 

PRINCESS: So was he. ° 
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ENEMY: What of Sir Exquisite? He was wild to have 
you. 

PRINCESS: And I would have been wild had he had his 
will. I cannot abide smallish men. 

COUNTESS: You must have favored the Earl of one 
then? He was a great tall fellow. 

PRINCESS: And there lay all the trouble. He was foo tall. 

DucHEss: I myself introduced you to Lord Gypsington. 
What was wrong with him? 

PRINCESS: To tell the truth, Duchess, he was too dark. 
I mistrust these swarthy fellows. 

QUEEN: Have you considered Sir Flyaway? He would 
have been my choice. 

PRINCESS: Oh, he was so namby pamby, with his fair 
skin and blue eyes! 

DOWAGER: So there is never a white sheep in the whole 
flock, as one might say. My heart really bleeds for you, you 
poor child! 

PRINCESS: Oh, do not trouble about me, granny dear! I 
am happy enough as I am! 

DowaGER: But it is your duty to marry, my dear. Your 
duty to the kingdom. 

PRINCESS: Oh, duty! Duty! Duty! I am sick of the 
very word. What is the use of being a Princess, if one has 
these tiresome duties to perform? 

QUEEN: Come, come! We'll have no arguments to-day. 

PRINCESS: And besides that, did you not promise me a 
festivalr I am all eager for it. 

QUEEN: Yes, yes, my dear. Show our guests to their 
places, and the festival will begin. [Ladies and girls all 
take their places, seated in a semicircle around the QUEEN. | 
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Countess, will you inform the dancer that the Princess 
awaitse [Exit COUNTESS. | 
DOWAGER [in a stage whisper|: Do you mean to tell me 
that sixteen-year-old girls must have others to dance for 
them? Are they unable to do their own dancing? 
QUEEN: Mother, do you not realize that this is the 
child’s birthday? 
DoWAGER: Birthday fiddlesticks! Now, when I was 
sixteen— 
[Enter COUNTESS with dancer. | 
COUNTESS [announcing|: ‘The dance will begin, Your 
Highess! [Dance.| 
[In every camp, or school, or miscellaneous gathering of 
girls there 1s at least one talented dancer. Sometimes 
there 1s a group. This 1s the place to display any talent 
of that nature. Any dance will do. This is a birthday 
party in a fairy tale, but period dances are not out of 
place in such a setting. | 
PRINCESS [at conclusion of dance|: ‘That was a good 
dance, mother, though in truth I think I could have done it 
better myself. 
QUEEN: Daughter! Modesty becomes a princess, as 
you well know! 
PRINCESS: ‘There you go again! Duty—modesty! Am 
I at school, that I must hear the catalogue of the virtues thus 
constantly? 
[PRINCESS and her mother argue together in humorous 
pantomime. | 
ENEMY: I think the Princess is betraying excessively 
bad taste. And on her birthday, too! 
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BEST FRIEND: And I think it very rude of you to criticize 
her. Are you not her guest? 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: Come now is the time for our sur- 
prise toher. Are you ready? 


[ PRINCEsS’S BEST FRIEND and SEC- 
OND-BEST FRIEND run out of the 
room. While they are getting 
ready the “surprise” for the 
PRINCESS, the other friends of 
the PRINCESS change the post- 
tions of the chairs, so as to make 
the gathering look more like an 
audience and less like a court. 


They take as much time as 

FIG. I possible, arguing as to who 
should sit next to whom, with little quarrels in 
pantomime, which the mothers try to adjust, very much 
as though it were a plebian gathering instead of a royal 
one! Finally all is ready, 
and the PRINCESS’s BEST 
FRIEND and SECOND-BEST 
FRIEND appear as the 
“Dwarf? This is a little 
“stunt” suggested by an ar- 
ticle by G. B. Bartlett in 
“Harper's Young People’ 
for 1885. It may seem com- 
plicated, but with a little 
practice will not be so, and 
may be used in other ways 
for entertainments. The girl 
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who furnishes the head and body of the Dwarf first puts 


ona man’s vest, as long a one as possible. She places her 
hands and arms into a pair of long-legged boots. She 
then takes her position behind a covered table, behind 
which, in turn, ts a pair of thick curtains. Another girl 
then takes her stand behind these curtains in the exact 
manner indicated in Fig. I, the dotted line of which 
illustrates the edges of the curtains where they meet in 
the center. Fig. I also shows the position of the arms 
and hands, which are the only members which this con- 
cealed confederate 1s expected to furnish. The cape 
of a small waterproof cloak will complete the Dwarf’s 
coat, and serve also to conceal such parts of the con- 
federate’s arms as 1s best. The Dwarf’s legs being rep- 
resented by the arms of the girl who 1s dressed in the 
boots which stand on the table, it will be weli to pull 
up the sleeves which cover the arms and puff them out 
as much as possible over the boot-tops, in case the vest 
should not be long enough to cover them. | 


The Dwarf bows, and recites, with appropriate gestures, 
the following: 


Princess, I come to pay you court. 

Have patience, pray; my speech is short. 
Short as my stature, short as my life, 
Should you consent to be my wife. 

For let me make at once quite clear, 

I dare ask naught from you, my dear! 
You turn your suitors all away, 

Why should I be more lucky, pray? 

Tis true I beg you marry me— 

Frown not on my temerity! 
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For once we’re wed, I know that I’ve 

No chance such honor to survive. 

I count upon a speedy death 

Resulting from a loss of breath, 

Should you but deign to hear my suit 
And be my lovely bride to boot. 

What more, Princess, can you require? 
You'll wed, and soothe your kingdom’s ire; 
And shortly after, my demise 

Will leave you widowed—again a prize. 
You will be free—free as the air— 
Your duty done—no bridegroom there! 
Come, say that short word “Yes” to me, 
And I promise to die full speedily! 


[At the conclusion of his speech he goes on his knees and 
throws the PRINCESS a bunch of vegetables made in the 
form of a bouquet. She catches it, makes a low curtsy, 
and holds it so all may see it. Then she gradually takes 
it apart, and distributes the vegetables among the girls, 
thus giving time to those who have played the Dwarf to 
reappear. Meantime there 1s great applause from all 
on the stage, except the DOWAGER QUEEN, who 1s 
scandalized. | 

DowaGER: What next! To make a jest of the sacred 
institution of marriage! 

PRINCESS: Oh, grandmother dear, I thought you said 
you had once been a girl! 

DoWAGER: But, my dear, my dear! 

CouUNTESS: Your Highness, I thought it most comic! 

How came they ever to think of it? 

ENEMY: Comic it is, indeed! But still with sufficient 
truth in is—what say you, Princess? 
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PRINCESS: I say you are fine friends, thus to be making 
such a mock of me! But look yonder. Is this another jest? 
[The door opens and there appears a PAGE, bearing aloft an 

enormous birthday cake, with sixteen candles burning. 
This may be made like a Jack Horner pie, of a hatbox 
covered with crépe paper. He drops on his knee before 
the PRINCESS. | 

PAGE: Dear Princess, will you deign to accept this from 
my master? 

QUEEN: And who may your master be? 

PaGE: Mymaster is a very great king, lady, and the fame 
of your beauty has reached him. Even now he is on his way 
thither to come a-courting you, but first he begged of you 
to accept this cake in honor of the day. 

QUEEN: That is indeed noble of your master, but I do 
not permit my daughter to receive gifts from unknown 
admirers. 

PRINCESS: Oh, madam, I do assure you this court eti- 
quette will drive me mad! 

PAGE: You do not yet know all the qualities of the cake, 
madam. Whoso eats but a crumb of it feels such wondrous 
well-being that it cannot be described, but must indeed be 
experienced. 

DowacER: Where does your master secure his cooks, 
pray? 

PAGE: Furthermore, no matter how many slices are cut, 
it never grows less. 

DowacER: H’m! Your master would appear to be a 
good provider! [Zo PRINCESS]: Now don’t be foolish. 
This suitor appears worth considering. 
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PRINCESS: Very well, my compliments to your master, 
and say that the Princess will see him. 
[ Enter KING. ] 

KING: I did not wait for your permission, Princess. I 
am here. 

PRINCESS: What presumption! 

KING: Faint heart never won fair lady, madam, and sure 
there was never one so fair! And yet, when I look upon 
your mother, the Queen [bowing to QUEEN] and your 
grandmother, the Dowager [bowing to DOWAGER QUEEN ], 
it surprises me not at all to find beauty but mirroring other 
beauty. 

DoWAaAGER: You have a honeyed tongue as well as an 
ardent soul, sir. 

PRINCESS: M-m-m! A bit too honeyed, methinks. 
Might it not cloy somewhat after a time? 

KING: I commend your frankness/ lady, and in a manner 
I give you right. Yet lovely persons bring forth loving 
speeches, and would you have me change my address, you 
must change yourself. 

PRINCESS [ yawning]: Oh, how often have I heard this! 
Perhaps, had I not seen you, I might have loved you. The 
birthday cake, now—that was an original tribute. 

KING [bowing low]: Ah! I am flattered! 

PRINCESS: But then you yourself come, just as did all 
the others. You pay court to my mother and grandmother. 
Oh, do not deny it! They are well accustomed to it, and 
likewise am I. Then, before the entire court you try to 
win me. 

DowaGER: Princess! 


s2 WONDER CLOCK IVa 


PRINCESS: Oh, I am so weary of all this monotony! I 
would be courted as never princess was courted before— 
anything, any way, but the old and wearisome ways! 

QUEEN: Indeed! And who are you, to deserve any dif- 
ferent courting from that of your mother and grandmother? 
To your chamber! It grieves me to order you there on such 
an occasion, but your conduct has grieved me still more 
deeply. 

Kinc: Madam, I beg of you! Let me hear more of my 
defects from my lovely critic. It may help me another time 
with her. 

PRINCESS: Another time! There will be no other time, 
I assure you! For [coming close to him and gazing intently 
at him], as I live, you have— 

KING [disconcerted|: What? What are you gazing at? 

PRINCESS: You have a mole on your chin! A mole! 
[Pointing finger. ‘Think you I would pick a speckled apple 
from the basket? No, not I! Good day to you/ 

[QUEEN and DOWAGER QUEEN, one on each side of the 
stage, order her imperiously from the room with the 
good old-fashioned pointing finger. KING stands gaz- 
ing after her, still disconcerted. Ladies of the court 
with hands uplifted in horror. PRINCESS’S FRIENDS 
sadly shaking their heads. PRINCESS’S ENEMY fittering 
behind her fan. Little PAGES slyly trying to nibble at 
the birthday cake. Exit PRINCESS, with a defiant back- 
ward glance and a saucy curtsy. | 


CURTAIN 
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Ao sit 


SCENE 1 


The KING and the PAGE on the hill together. 
The KING, disguised as a gooseherd, is putting the 
final touches to his costume as the curtain rises. 

KING: Do I look like a true gooseherd, Page? 

PAGE: Your Majesty, the disguise is perfect. 

KING: Mind you take good care of the geese, and I shall 
see to the Princess. 

PAGE: See that you do not get the two confused, Your 
Majesty! 

KiNG: Sirrah! No irreverance! 

PaGE: Pardon, Your Majesty. But how such an one as 
you can have a tithe of respect for her, passes my compre- 
hension. 

KING: Your vision is limited, Page. And besides, you 
are yet young. Now see that not one of the geese escapes, or 
I shall receive a drubbing from Cook to-night! 

PaGE: You tempt me, Your Highness! 

KING: Off with you, fellow! 

[Exit PAGE, as KING playfully threatens him. As he goes, 
one can hear the cackle of the geese behind the scenes. 
This can occur at intervals during the next three scenes. 
KING takes paper out of his pocket and reads: |] 

KincG: ‘Had I not seen you, I might have loved you. 
But then, you did just as did all the others. And, before the 
entire assembled court you try to win me.” I know those 
words by heart, yet it does no harm to view them once again. 
“The birthday cake,” she said, “ah, that was an original 
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tribute.” Indeed! You shall have yet more original trib- 

utes, when my courtship is éver, Princess! 

[Takes a beautiful golden ball from his pocket and starts 
throwing it up and down. In a few moments the PRIN- 
CESS’S BEST FRIEND appears. | 

BEST FRIEND: Gooseherd! [GOOSEHERD pays no atten- 
tion to her.| Gooseherd! 
GOOSEHERD [seeing her apparently for the first time]: 

Did you call? 

BEST FRIEND: Is there any other gooseherd within view? 

GOOSEHERD: Ah, you must be friend or kin to the 
Princess. 

BEST FRIEND: Why soP 

GOOSEHERD: You have her ready tongue. 

BEST FRIEND: What know you of her ready tongue? 

GOOSEHERD: Oh, it has wagged a reputation for itself, I 
warrant you. 

BEST FRIEND: Impudent Gooseherd! You do not de- 
serve the message I have for you. 

GOOSEHERD [with alow bow]: Then do not give it to me. 

BEST FRIEND: I assure you I would not, or hold any 
converse with you whatsoever. But the Princess has been 
watching you playing with your golden ball, and she desires 
it for her own. Is it for sale? 

GOOSEHERD: For sale? This trifle? Assuredly. I will 
sell such a bauble cheap. 

BEST FRIEND: How much do you ask for it? 

GOOSEHERD: Oh, nothing to waste words over. Only let 
the Princess give me the kerchief she wears about her neck, 
and she may have the ball. 

BEST FRIEND: You saucy fellow! She will never do that! 
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GOOSEHERD: Indeed! And why not? 

BEST FRIEND: Firstly, twas I who gave her the kerchief, 
and she will never part with it. And secondly, you are rude- 
ness itself to ask for it. 

GOOSEHERD: Mayhap. Where should a poor gooseherd 
learn manners? But that is my price, and I will take noth- 
ing else. 

BEsT FRIEND: Then come up to the Princess and re- 
ceive her answer, for I shall carry no more messages to such 
as you. 

GOOSEHERD: Go to her? 

BEST FRIEND: Yes, quickly! She brooks no waiting! 

GOOSEHERD: And leave my geese here, perhaps to have 
them wandering into the garden? [Sorrowful cackling of 
the geese.| Impossible! If she wants the ball, she must 
herself give me the kerchief. 

BEST FRIEND: Are you, perchance, a jester masquer- 
ading? 

GOOSEHERD: Indeed not, only a faithful gooseherd. 
[Enter the PRINCESS. She stands at one side of the stage, 

and beckons the BEST FRIEND to come to her. | 

PRINCESS: How now? Why do you delay so long? Your 
princess waits while you stand here prating with the 

‘gooseherd. 

BEST FRIEND: But, Princess, I cannot bring him to 
reason. He asks so absurd a price for the ball. 

PRINCESS: Absurd? What is ite 

BEST FRIEND: He demands your kerchief, Your Maj- 
esty. 

PRINCESS: My kerchief! 

BEST FRIEND: Yes, and nothing else will do. 
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PRINCESS: The impudent oaf! 

[ Glares at GOOSEHERD, who appears utterly unconscious of 
it, and who continues playing with his ball. She 
watches him a few moments and then sighs. | 

PRINCESS: It zs a lovely ball! 

BEST FRIEND: Princess! 

PRINCESS: Would you—would you care very much if 
I gave him the kerchief? 

BEST FRIEND: But, Princess! Did you not swear never 
to part with it? 

PRINCESS: I know—but that was on my birthday, that 
hateful occasion! I detest everything which brings it to 
mind. 

BEST FRIEND: Of course if you no longer value it, 
Princess— 

PRINCESS: Oh, I do, I do! Do not be vexed with me! 
But the ball pleases me so marvelously well. See how it 
glistens in the sunlight! 

[GOOSEHERD plays with it more and more ostentatiously. | 

Only think how much sport we can have with it, you and I. 

Say yes! Say it! 

’ Best FRIEND: You know I love you better than anyone, 

Princess. I would do naught to displeasure you. Give him 

the kerchief by all means. 

PRINCESS: Come hither, fellow! 

[GOOSEHERD makes a sudden dart off stage. As he does so, 
the geese can be heard to squawk. | 

PRINCESS: How irritating! Now I suppose I must wait 
until he catches his ridiculous geese! [Taps her foot impa- 
trently till the GOOSEHERD returns. Then she unties her ker- 
chief and waves it at him.] Here is your price, vulgar one! 
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GOOSEHERD [still pretending to keep one eye on the 
geese|: Pardon, Your Majesty, but I must ask you to give 
me the kerchief yourself. I cannot leave the geese for one 
moment. 

[PRINCESS glances at BEST FRIEND, shrugs her shoulders, 
and, crossing over to GOOSEHERD, gives him the ker- 
chief. With a low bow, the GOOSEHERD hands her the 
ball, which she takes eagerly. Exit PRINCESS and BEST 
FRIEND, tossing the ball from one to another as they go. 
GOOSEHERD looks after them triumphantly, and ties the 
kerchief around his arm, within conspicuous view. He 
then sits down, drumming his heels, gazing up at the 
sky, arranging the kerchief again and again, etc., until 
the COUNTESS and DUCHESS appear. As they walk on, 
they almost stumble over him. | 

DUCHEsS: I beg your pardon, my good man! 

GOOSEHERD: Granted, my lady. 

COUNTESS: Duchess! Duchess! 

DucHEss: What is it, Countess? 

COUNTESS: Who is that fellow?r 

DUCHESS: Why, the Gooseherd! 

COUNTESS: Strange! Do you not see what he has around 
his-atmr 

DUCHESS: Yes—a kerchief. I see nothing strange in 
that. 

COUNTESS: But look—come closer—it is the very same 
kerchief my daughter gave to the Princess on her birthday! 
[Both scrutinize GOOSEHERD and kerchief with lorgnettes. | 

DUCHESS: Are you sure, Countess? 

COUNTESS: Quite certain! 

DUCHESS: Passing strange, is it note 
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[Both, as they exit, keep glancing backward at the GOOSE- 
HERD, lorgnettes raised, whispering, raising eyebrows, 
hands, etc. GOOSEHERD appears unconscious that they 
are doing so, until they have passed off the stage. Then 
he jumps up and makes a sweeping bow in their 
direction. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 2 


The PRINCESS and her FRIENDS seated in the 
palace room. The PRINCESS 15 seated alone, at the 
side of the stage, as though she were looking out of 
the window. If it is possible to have a window 
there, so much the better. But it 1s not absolutely 
necessary. 

ENEMY: Why so pensive to-day? 

PRINCESS: Oh, I am tired of playing with my new 
golden ball. 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: It is not like you to spend your 
time in idleness at the window. 

ENEMY [aside]: Perhaps she hopes for another glimpse 
of her friend the GOOSEHERD! 

CouUSIN: How you do dislike her, do you not? 

ENEMY: And why should I not? She is so vain and 
haughty, there is no pleasing her at all. 

CousIN: Still, there is much that is lovable about her, 
and something noble, too. It is as though she were destined 
for greater things than any of us. 

ENEMY: We shall see! 
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PRINCESS [/eaning forward suddenly, as though she were 
looking out of the window]: Oh, look! Look! 

COUSIN: Only look what the Gooseherd is playing with 
now! 

ENEMY: Did I not tell you? 

COUSIN [running to window]: Do not waste your time 
watching the fellow, dear cousin. 

PRINCEss: But he is so amusing! See, he is combing his 
hair with a golden comb, and his image is reflected in a 
silver looking-glass. 

ENEMY: You have good eyesight, madam! 

PRINCESS: But one cannot help seeing the articles 
plainly, they glitter so! Why should a gooseherd comb his 
hair with a golden comb, and I, a princess, have none such 
in my possessionr 

BEST FRIEND: But, dear Princess, you have so many 
other things! 

PRINCESS: You sound like grandmother, preaching 
simplicity! 

ENEMY: I say you are right, Princess. Why indeed 
should you not have the golden comb if you so desire? 

PRINCESS: I did not expect support from you, of all 
people! 

ENEMY: There, you do me an injustice! Shall I try to 
get it for youe 

PRINCESS: Do! Do! At least ask his price. Make haste. 
I must have it. 

ENEMY: I go, Princess. [ Exit. | 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: How could you send her on such 
a mission? You know she bears you no love. 

PRINCESS: Bah! What harm can she do me? I send 
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her on a simple errand to make a purchase for me. Can 
there be anything wrong in that? 
[Girls cluster around her, eagerly watching PRINCESS’S 
ENEMY, and giving PRINCESS reports of her progress. | 

CousIN: See! Now she has reached him. She is talking 
to him. 

BEST FRIEND: He answers her. Now she speaks again. 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: Now he replies, and she throws 
up her hands in dismay. 

PRINCESS: She is running back again—without the comb 
and glass. Can it be that he has refused to sell? 

COUSIN: Perhaps he asked an outrageous price. 

PRINCESS: No matter. I must and shall secure the comb. 
Can you picture it here in my hair? And my image reflected 
in that wondrous mirror of wrought silver? Oh, I cannot 
wait to get them! 

BEST FRIEND: I am afraid you are vain, Your Highness! 

PRINCEss: And this from you, who pretend to be my 
dearest friend! 

BEST FRIEND: But, Your Highness— 
[Enter PRINCESS’S ENEMY, bursting into the room. She 1s 

breathless from running. | 

ENEMY: Your Highness! 

PRINCESS: Yes, yes! 

ENEMY: Oh, I hardly dare tell Your Highness! 

PRINCESS: Come, come, out with it! 

ENEMY: He says the comb and mirror are for sale, but— 

PRINCESS: Well? : 

ENEMY: You yourself must come for them and give 
him, with your own hands, the beads you wear about your 
neck. 
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PRINCESS: What! 

ENEMY: Oh, do not be angry with me, lady! I was 
afraid to bring you back the message, and told him so. But 
he only laughed and went on combing his hair. 

PRINCESS: I shall see that the fellow is dismissed! 

BEsT FRIEND: Now you talk like our own Royal 
Princess! 

ENEMY: ‘True, your words have a royal ring 'to them. 
But I cannot blame you for having been tempted. Never 
have I seen so dazzling a comb, nor a mirror so fit to reflect 
beauty. ; | 

PRINCESS [sighing]: Ah me! 

SECOND-BEST FRIEND: Do not listen to her, Princess! 
You are lovely enough without either comb or mirror. 

PRINCESS: Leave me, all of you! 

BEST FRIEND: Have we offended you, dear Princess? 

PRINCESS: Oh, leave me! Leave me! I would be alone. 
[ All curtsy deeply and exit. The PRINCESS’S ENEMY 1s the 

last. As she draws near the exit she turns around and 
looks significantly back at the PRINCESS. PRINCESS 
beckons to her, finger on lips. PRINCESS’S ENEMY 
comes tiptoeing back to PRINCESS, while the others are 
unnoting. | 

PRINCESS [in a whisper]: Go to him again! Say I will 
send the beads to him! 

ENEMY: Princess, it is useless! He says only again and 
again that he cannot leave his geese and must receive the 
beads from your own hands. » 

PRINCESS [imperiously]: You may go. 

[Exit PRINCESS’S ENEMY. PRINCESS waits till she has gone. 
Then she takes off her beads and, swinging them in her 
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hand, exits slowly, L. As she reaches the middle of the 
stage, the PRINCESS’S ENEMY, with the other maidens, 
tiptoes into the room. PRINCESS’S ENEMY points tri- 
umphantly to the beads dangling from PRINCESS’S 
hand and the girls point likewise as the curtain 
descends. | 

CURTAIN 


SCENE 3 


GOOSEHERD on his hill. On his neck are the PRIN- 
CESS’S beads and tied around his arm 1s her ker- 
chief. Enter PAGE. A good addition to this scene 
would be a stile, over which the kissing could be 
done. 

GOOSEHERD: Well, have you brought it? 

PAGE: Yes, and a pretty time I had to get it. 

. GOOSEHERD: Let me see it, quickly! 

PAGE [unfolds a piece of gayly colored material]: Here 
it is! 

GOOSEHERD: Ah, what woman could resist it! 

PAGE: Bah! I think you are yourself turning into a 
woman. Geese, and golden balls, and shining combs and 
mirrors, and magic robes! I scarce know my king! 

GOOSEHERD: Comfort yourself, my boy! You will soon 
have your king again. And with such a queen as has never 
been. 

PAGE: Alas! I can well believe it! Love is blind, I 
have heard tell, but, oh, my liege! There be famous eye 
doctors hereabouts. Who knows what a cure might be 
wrought for your 
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GOOSEHERD: Peace, boy, peace! Get back to your geese! 
PAGE: Poetry! All is lost! [Exit, staggering with grief.] 
[GOOSEHERD takes the material. Holds it up to the light, 
away from him, drapes it in different folds, waves it 
like a flag, all the time waiting for the PRINCESS to ap- 
pear. Sure enough, the COUSIN comes HESgaEg on to 
the stage. | 
COUSIN: Gooseherd! 
GOOSEHERD [still apparently absorbed in the material]: 
Yesr 
CousIN: What have you there? 
GOOSEHERD: A piece of marvelous stuff. 
COUSIN: So judges the Princess. She would know its 
price. 
GOOSEHERD: Ah, lady, it is almost priceless, for it has 
magic properties. 
CousIN: And what may they be? 
GOOSEHERD: ’Sh—sh! Is anyone within hearing? 
CousIN: No. 
GOOSEHERD: Know, then, why it is so precious. Any maid 
who wears it shall be irresistible to whomsoever sees her. 
COUSIN: Again I ask, what is its price? 
GOOSEHERD: It is not for sale. J am about to give it to 
my own true love. 
COUSIN: Surely you know by now that what the Prin- 
cess wants, that she will have, no matter what the price. 
GOOSEHERD: She will have to pay dear indeed for this. 
CousIN: That I can well believe. But hurry! Tell me! 
GOOSEHERD: If the Princess truly wishes this magic 
gown, she will have to give me— Pay attention— 
CousIN: Speak, I implore vou! 
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GOOSEHERD: She will have to give me— Are you sure 
she is willing? 

CousIN: How can I tell? Go on, go on! 

GOOSEHERD: Very well, then. She must give me with 
her own hands—I mean with her own lips— 
" CousIN: What!!! 

GOOSEHERD: Four and twenty kisses! 

CouUSIN: Gooseherd! You are mad! 

GOOSEHERD: That is my price. 

CousIN: You are mad, I tell you! 

GOOSEHERD: Very well. I am giving up my position 
here to-day. I find the geese too restless. 

COUSIN: You are a cruel, heartless gooseherd. 

GOOSEHERD: Perhaps. Well, good day to you. 

COUSIN: Oh, wait, wait! I must tell the Princess your 
price, although my heart sorely misgives me. 

GOOSEHERD: You do not think there is any prospect of 
her paying it, do your | 

CouUSIN: Oh, hateful, hateful gooseherd! But wait here. 
You shall receive her answer shortly. [ Exit. ] 

GOOSEHERD: So, that is how the crow flies, is it? Patience, 
patience! 


[Throws himself down on his stomach, drumming his toes 
on the ground and leaning on his elbows. He has not 
long to wait. In a moment the PRINCESS appears, fol- 
lowed by all her maidens, walking on tiptoe, and glanc- 
ing over their shoulders as they come. They wait in a 
little group at the side of the stage, R. The PRINCESS 
walks over to the GOOSEHERD, who comes to the center 
of the stage to meet her. She first puts her finger to her 
lips for quiet, then, leaning far forward, holds out her 


PRINGESS S PRIDE ER OK EN 65 


face to him. Leaning forward in the same way, he holds 
his out to her. The tableau is therefore that of the two 
figures, with lips touching, and hands outstretched at 
sides. The girls also lean forward a trifle, so that the 
whole feeling of the little scene 1s one of expectancy. 
Then the girls begin counting, very softly, “One, two, 
three, four—’ and the PRINCESS and the GOOSEHERD 
have their kisses in time to the counting. When they 
come to “sixteen,” the PRINCESS’S ENEMY tiptoes out, 
L. The girls keep on counting and the PRINCESS and 
the GOOSEHERD kissing. When the counting has gone as 
far as twenty, the QUEEN and the DOWAGER QUEEN, 
led by the PRINCESS’S ENEMY, appear, L., and stand 
still behind the GOOSEHERD in various attitudes of dis- 
gust and disdain, while the counting continues, “twenty- 
one, twenty-two, twenty-three—’ at which point they 
come forward. | 

DOWAGER 

AND QUEEN: 

GOOSEHERD: You might have let us finish. 

QUEEN: Silence, wretch! Although it is no wonder you 
insult the mother of a daughter who has so cheapened 
herself! 

PRINCESS: My kisses were not cheap, mother. Only see 
what he was to give me for them— 

DOWAGER: You speak as witlessly as you act, miserable 
girl! 

GOOSEHERD: I fear I am intruding here, ladies. Will you 
excuse me? 

QUEEN: Presently, sir, presently. There is just one 
trifling duty you must still perform. 


Princess! Princess! 
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GOOSEHERD: And what is thate 

QUEEN: You will marry my daughter, sir, and leave the 
kingdom at once. 

GOOSEHERD: Oh, not that, madam, not that! 

QUEEN: What do you mean, sir? 

GOOSEHERD: I, a poor gooseherd! Why should I wish to 
marry aprincess? I?ll wager she can neither bake nor brew 
nor boil blue beans. 

PRINCESS: I hate blue beans! 

QUEEN: Your wishes are not consulted, miss! They 
have ruled the kingdom and the household quite long 
enough. As for you, sir, I disdain to answer you. Mother, 
I know I can count upon you. Will you fetch a minister? 

DowacGERr: But, daughter! 

QUEEN: Am I, or am I not, queen? 

DOWAGER: Consider, my dear—the child is just turned 
sixteen. 

QUEEN: What of that? Well you know what is expected 
of a fairy-tale princess at sixteen! 

DOWAGER: Alas, yes! 

QUEEN: The minister, mother, at once! 

[Exit DOWAGER QUEEN, wringing her hands and shaking 
her head, While she is gone, the QUEEN imperiously 
regulates the wedding party. First the girls flutter 
around the PRINCESS, helping her prink. Then they 
prink a bit, themselves. Then the QUEEN stands the 
PRINCESS in the center of the stage, with her maidens 
behind her in the conventional bridesmaid’s procession. 
The GOOSEHERD pretends to try to make his escape, but 
the QUEEN hauls him back, and thereafter holds him by 
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the ear with one hand, and fans herself violently with 
the other. While they are in this position, the DOWAGER 
QUEEN appears, weeping, with the MINISTER follow- 
ing, hastily tying his tie and fumbling with his book. | 
MINISTER: If any man here know any reason why this 
couple should not be joined in holy matrimony, let him 
speak now or forever after hold his peace. 
[| GOOSEHERD steps forward and opens his mouth as though 
to speak. QUEEN claps her hand over his mouth. | 
QUEEN: Proceed! 


‘TABLEAU 


CURTAIN 
AG Ee 
SCENE 1 


A mean little hut, shabby and rickety as any stage 
settings can make it. In the back a fireplace 
(made, as so many are made for Christmas plays, 
of cardboard or wooden foundation covered with 
bricked or plain red paper), in one corner a wash- 
tub, in the other a curtained-off portion, from be- 
hind which the PRINCESS later takes the saucepan, 
beef steak, and any other properties she may re- 
quire. In the center, a table and a chair. Enter the 
GOOSEHERD, pulling the PRINCESS along with him. 
She is dressed in rags and tatters. He flings her 
aside and stretches himself out comfortably in the 
one chair. 
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GOOSEHERD [stretching and yawning |: Heavens! that was 
along tramp! [He continues to stretch at his ease. PRIN- 
CESS watches him a moment, then, with a glance around the 
room for another chair, sits on the floor, hugging her knees. 
They sit in silence for a moment, each watching the other 
covertly.| I am hungry. Fetch me something to eat. 

PRINCESS: But, husband, you well know there are no 
provisions here. 

GOOSEHERD: Silence! Have you searched well? 

PRINCESS: Indeed yes. All this morning while you were 
away I looked—in vain. [Rubbing her stomach regret- 
fully and sighing.| But there is naught here excepting un- 
cooked food. 

GOOSEHERD: What does one usually do with uncooked 
foodr | 

PRINCESS: Gooseherd, you are quite sufficiently difficult 
when you are well and strong. Do not ask me to cook for 
you! 

GOOSEHERD: I do not ask. I command! 

PRINCESS: Very well—-take the consequences. 

[She goes to the curtained portion and brings out a large 
cooking pot. This she puts on the fireplace. Then she 
brings a pitcher of water and pours it, very slowly and 
elaborately, into the pot. She stops every now and then 
to measure with a tape measure how much water there 
1s in the pitcher and how much in the pot. Most of it 
she spills on the floor. Then she goes again to the cur- 
tained portion and brings out a large beefsteak. She 
closes her eyes, holds the steak with one hand and her 
nose with the other. Thus she picks her away along. 
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until she collides with the GOOSEHERD at the table. He 
jumps up and glares at her. 

PRINCESS: Oh, I crave your pardon, husband! I was on 
my way to another pepper pot. 

GOOSEHERD: Is that meat not yet prepared? 

PRINCESS: Presently, husband, presently. 

[Still carrying the steak well away from her, she goes to the 
cooking pot and drops the steak into it. | 

GOOSEHERD: What are you doing? 

PRINCESS: Boiling the beefsteak, husband. It is far more 
soothing that way than any other. 

GOOSEHERD: Soothing! Eat it yourself. Do you hear? 

PRINCESS [on her knees]: No, no—not that! 

GOOSEHERD: Yes, I say! I am going yonder to our good 
neighbor. I sup with him. 

PRINCESS: Am I not also invited, now that we are man 
and wife? 

GOOSEHERD: Indeed no! It’s not the good end of the 
bargain I have had in marrying you, and I am not for show- 
ing my misfortunes to the world. 

PRINCESS: But what am I to do, alone here? 

GOOSEHERD: Do! ’Tis little or nothing you are fit for. 
But here—wait— [Crosses over to curtained portion and 
gets therefrom a basket of eggs.| Here is a basket of eggs. 
See if you can have them sold by the time I return. 

PRINCESS: But, husband, if I take them to the market, do 
you not think there is a better chance to sell themr 

GOOSEHERD: I want no traveling huckster for wife! 
[PRINCESS winces at this dreadful thrust. As she stands 

downcast, looking at the eggs, exit GOOSEHERD wrath- 


fully. | 
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PRINCESS: Well, it is not much of a figure I am cutting, 
and that is the truth. Of course, he is not, either, but what 
can one expect of a GOOSEHERD? [Sinks down in chair. | 
How good it feels to be sitting in a real chair! [Sits there a 
moment. Then she goes to the washtub and starts washing. 
After awhile she holds up a garment.| Strange! It does 
not seem to get any cleaner! [Examines it carefully, then 
looks into the washtub.] Heavens! No wonder! I forgot 
to put any water into the tub! 

[This little scene may be drawn out as long as desired, and 
she may do as many obviously wrong things about her 
kitchen as her ingenuity or that of the stage director 
can suggest. As she is pottering about, there is a knock 
at the door. | 

PRINCESS: Come in! 
[Enter GOOSEHERD, disguised by a long cape and a slouch 

hat. On his hat there ts a large sign—“I AM DUMB.” | 

PRINCESS: Gracious! I keep strange company these 


& 


days. What is it, my good man? 
[GOOSEHERD points to the basket of egqs.| 

PRINCESS: You want to buy our eggs? 

[ GOOSEHERD nods violently. | 

PRINCESS: They are the very finest. See for yourself. 
[Holds out the basket to the man. He pretends to take it, 
but lets go as she puts the handle in his hand, and the eggs 
spill over the ground.| Now I have done it! Oh me! oh 
my! What will the GOOSEHERD say? Oh, what will he say? 
What will he do? [Kneels down and tries to clean up the 
mess, crying a little as she does so. She 1s very awkward 
with her mop. As she is thus engaged, enter the GOOSE- 
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HERD, again in his own costume. He enters very quietly, so 
that she does not hear him. | 

GOOSEHERD [walking forward|: Well! 

PRINCESS [ startled. They look at each other for a few mo- 
ments, she on her knees making futile dabs, he sneering 
down at her|: Well! That comes of putting all one’s eggs 
into one basket. 

GOOSEHERD: So! You are learning something at last, 
are your 

PRINCESS: I am trying to. Have you finished your own 
schooling? 

GOOSEHERD: That is neither here— 

PRINCESS [ pointing to eggs|: Nor there. Very well; it’s 
done. What are we going to do about itP 

GOOSEHERD: Do? Doe What can you do? I always 
knew you were good for nothing but to look at, and now I 
am more sure of it than ever. 

PRINCESS: If I lead this sort of life much longer, you can- 
not be sure of that, either! 

GOOSEHERD: Be still, woman! It is as plain as reading 
and writing and the nose on your face that you are fit for 
nothing at all. 

PRINCESS: That is unfair, husband. I can sing like a 
lark, and none can rival me at the embroidery frame. 

GOOSEHERD: Singing! Embroidery! But come, I shall 
give you one more chance to make yourself useful to your 
husband. 

PRINCESS: In what way? 

GOOSEHERD: Do you see the castle yonder, away up on 


the hill? 
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Princess: Ah, I know it well. It is the castle of the 
young king who once sent me a wondrous birthday cake. 
GOOSEHERD: Indeed! Well, he is now married, and 
brings home his new wife to-night. There is to be a grand 
feast and they are wanting a body in the kitchen to help. 
PRINCESS: But what can I do? 
GOOSEHERD: Here is a basket. Take it along, and bring 
home the kitchen scrapings for supper. 
PRINCESS: You would not force me to beg, surely! 
GOOSEHERD: DoasI bid you! And see that you fill your 
basket. If you speak prettily to the cook, we shall sup well 
to-night! 
PRINCESS: I shall do my best, husband. 
[Exit slowly and sadly, the basket over her arm. CG0OOSE- 
HERD, with folded arms, looks after her, then follows 
her as though well pleased. | 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 2 


The palace kitchen. PASTRY COOK and HEabD 
Cook. There need be no scenery for this. Only 
the cooks dressed in their uniforms and stirring 
their mixtures. 

HEAD Cook: Oh, this is a great day in the kingdom, to 
be sure. To think that we shall really be seeing the King’s 
new bride. 

PasTRY Cook: It seems but yesterday he was a little 
princeling, coming begging me for cookies. 

HEAD Cook: And you gave him a plenty, too! Do you 
remember when he fell sick from eating of them all? 
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PAsTRY Cook: And when he called us to him and bade 
us swear not to tell what he had been eating? 

HEAD Cook: Now it is his favorite page who comes beg- 
ging for sweets. How the King loves the boy! 

PASTRY CooK: Yes. They say he takes him all about with 
him. They even say he is the only one who knows the 
King’s new wife. 

HEAD Cook: That is how the menfolk stick together! He 
is more for trusting that stripling, just because he wears hose 
and jerkin, than us here who have known him since baby- 
hood. [Knock at door.| Who can that be? Come in! 
[Enter PRINCESS, her basket on her arm. | 

PRINCESS: I hear that there is to be a grand feast at the 
palace to-night. Have you room for a body in the kitchen? 

HEAD Cook: That depends on what you can do. 

PASTRY COOK: Oh, we could use a helper to-day. I’m 
sure, with all the water to be drawn and all the wood to be 
chopped, we’ll never in the world get through in time. 

PRINCESS: Oh, I can chop water—I know I can! 

HEAD Cook: What's thatr 

PasTRY CooK: Oh, a slip of the tongue, surely cook! 
Come, take her—the poor thing looks as though she needed 
the work. 

HEAD Cook: You are the soft-hearted one, you are! 

Pastry Cook: Come, girl, put down your basket and 
stay. 

PRINCESS: Oh, in Heaven’s name give me a safe place 
to put my basket! 

Pastry Cook [taking it up to look at it}: Why, it is 
naught so great a basket! 

PRINCESS; Yes, but my husband sets great store by it. 
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Heap Cook: What, are you married, then? 

PRINCESS: Oh, yes, indeed! 

Heap Cook: A slip of a girl like you! And what might 
your husband do for his living, now? 

PRINCESS: He is a gooseherd. 

HEAD Cook: Well, ’tis no great dame you are, girl; but 
then, if you were, you’d not be here with us now. So put 
on this apron. Here are some potatoes for you to peel. 
[ Gives PRINCESS an apron. PRINCESS ties it on and sits down 
to peel potatoes. She handles them very awkwardly and 
tries very hard to do well. | 

Pastry Cook: And where did you ever learn to peel 
potatoes? 

PRINCESS: I taught myself. 

HEAD Cook: I fear me you had a poor teacher! 

PRINCESS: But I can learn very easily. Will you not 
show me? ; 

Pastry Cook: Here, don’t trouble with those potatoes, 
child. I’m needing eggs for my pudding. Just break 
these for me, will you? 

PRINCESS: Oh yes, I can do that! [Starts to throw them 
down into the bowl, while the cooks gaze, astonished. But 
she stops herself just in time.| No, I think Id best not try 
that, Cook. 

HEAD Cook: I think you are wise! 

PRINCESS: Yes. You see—eggs do not agree with me 
very well, nor I with eggs. 

PASTRY COOK: This is the strangest kitchen wench ever 
was in this kitchen! 

HEAD Cook: Well, who was so hot to have her? Not I! 
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PRINCESS: Oh, ladies, do but have patience with me! I 
shall try so hard! 

HEAD Cook: Ladies! We are no ladies! Here, girl, 
let me see your hands. [PRINCESS puts them behind her.] 
Show me, or I shall send you about your business at once! 
[HEAD COOK and PastTRY CooK look earnestly at PRIN- 
CESS’S hands. | 

PASTRY CooK: As white and soft as can be! Who are 
you, girl? 

PRINCESS: Alas! I am only the gooseherd’s wife. And 
we are so poor and so hungry that he sent me hither for the 
kitchen scrapings from the feast. 

Heap Cook:..Ah;.so runs the matter! Well, it will be 
cheaper for.meio.give you the scrapings at once than to have 
you upsetting things about here. Here, take this, and this. 
[Han COOK and PAsTRY.COOK pile her basket with vart- 
ous eatables.| Now, be. off. with. you, and before you, ever 
try such work again, learn what you are about! 

{ PRINCESS 1s just about to go, with her basket over her arm, 
when the PAGE enters. | 

PaGE: Are you the maid who has been helping in the 
kitchen to-day? 

PASTRY COOK) with emphasis, together]: No. SHE 

HEAD COOK | WAS NO HELP. 

Pace: Well then, has she been trying toe 

PRINCESS: Oh indeed, yes! I did my best. 

PaGE: Then you are to come straight along up to the 
King. 

PRINCESS: But why? I have done nothing wrong. 

Pace: It makes no difference. To the King you go. 

PRINCESS: But, oh, sir, my good man is waiting for me 
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at home. Do but allow me to go to him first, and I will 
come to the King later if he so wills. 

PaGE: At once! You are to come at once! 
[ Exit, PRINCESS, protesting in pantomime, COOKS looking 
after with uplifted hands and shaking heads.| 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 3 


The KING’s throne room. The KING is on his 
throne, in his royal robes, surrounded by the en- 
tire cast—QUEEN, DOWACER QUEEN, DUCHESS, 
COUNTESS, ‘ete. : 
KING: Ladies, T welcome you to my wedding feast. It 
is indeed. kind of you thus to honor. me. 
QUEEN: It is our jey-to attend,: Your Highaee Yet 
I await the coming of the bride with mingled feelings, for 
well I remember a certain birthday feast not so long ago. 
KING: Come, let bygones be bygones, madam. But I 
ask of you all one favor. No matter what occurs within 
the next few moments, do not utter a single word! 
DowacGER: That is a difficult condition to impose upon 
so many women, Your Majesty! 
KING: It will not last long, I promise you. 
QUEEN: I am beginning to grow alarmed at your mys- 
tery, King! 
KING: There is no cause for alarm, madam. But I must 
insist upon absolute silence. 
[DoWAGER QUEEN, QUEEN and ladies exchange glances 
and crane their necks eagerly as the PRINCESS enters, 
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led in by the PAGE. Her head is hung in shame, so that 
she sees no one around her, nor can the court get a clear 
view of her face, which is partly hidden by the ends 
of a kerchief tying up her hair. The PAGE leads her to 
the throne, where she drops at the KING’s feet. Behind 
her are the Cooks, all in a line.) 

KING: What have you under you apron? 

[PRINCESS sobs violently and shakes her head.}| 

KING: Show it to me at once! 

[ PRINCESS hands him the basket and buries her face in her 
hands, sobbing still harder. KING examines contents of 
basket. | ) 

KING: So! You have been pilfering from the royal 
larder, have you? 

HEAD CooK [approaching throne and kneeling|: Oh, do 
not be hard upon her, Your Majesty. The poor girl stole 
nothing—those are but kitchen scrapings, which I myself 
gave her. 

PRINCESS: Do not reprove the cook, Your Highness! 
She was so kind tome! It was all my fault—indeed, indeed 
it was! 

[At the sound of her voice, the QUEEN, DOWAGER QUEEN, 
etc., all start, and the QUEEN gives alittle scream. The 
KING motions her imperiously to silence. | 

KING: Why did you not think of that before you got 
her into trouble, girl? 

PRINCESS: Your Highness, my husband, the gooseherd, 
bade me ask for the scrapings from the King’s feast, and I 
had no choice but to do as he bade. 

KING: Do you always so obey your husband? 

PRINCESS: Your Majesty, I have learned to do so. 
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Kine: And how has he taught you? 

PRINCESS: Oh, do not ask me, I beg! It is a long, sad 
story. 

KiNG: But the sad part is over now, Princess. Come, 
look up. Do you not know me? 

PRINCESS [rising from her knees, where she has been’ 
during the entire time|: Gooseherd! How come you here? 

KinG: By a long road, Princess! 

PRINCESS: Oh me! How ashamed I am! [Drops 
again upon her knees, hiding her face. | 

KinG [Taking “I AM DUMB” sign from table next him 
and holding tt so PRINCESS can see it]: See if you recognize 
me now, Princess. 

PRINCESS: Have mercy! Have I not yet been sufficiently 
mocked? 

KiNG: Not yet. Come closer. Are you sure you know 
me thoroughly? 

PRINCESS: How can any wife answer that question, sire? 

KING [raising her from her knees and turning her face 
up to his}: Look at me now, Princess. 

PRINCESS: You are the YOUNG KING with the mole on 
his chin! 

KING: I am that very same specked apple. 

PRINCESS: And I am the Princess whose pride is broken! 

KinG: Not so. You are my own sweetheart! 


(QUEEN, DOWAGER QUEEN, etc., run up and surround them. 


s EN 


a 


The PRINCESS emerges from their embraces with a 
royal cloak thrown over her rags and a crown upon her 
head, at least fittingly clothed to join in the final joy- 
ous dance. | 
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THE STAEE AND THE FIDDLE 


THE STAFF AND THE FIDDLE 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


‘Fiddler 

‘Tinker 

Shoemaker 

Old Beggar. Woman 
- Troll 

Princess 

_ Slave of the Fiddle 
First Gossip 
Second Gossip 
Master Shoemaker 
— Master Glover 
«Master Tatlor 


ACT 1 
SCENE 1 


A room in the little house in the woods. It is as 
cheerful a cottage interior as resources will permit. 
There is a fireplace at the side (the same which 
may be used throughout these plays, on the Christ- 
mas pattern), a table set for three, and bearing the 
eatables afterward mentioned, a bench drawn up 
to the table, and easy chairs, near the fireplace. In 
one corner is a coil of rope; in another a clothes 
basket. When the curtain rises there 1s no one 
on the stage. Thereisaknock at the door. Nobody 
answers. Another knock. Still no answer. Then 
the FIDDLER, carrying his staff, pokes his head 
into the room, and enters uncertainly, tiptoeing 
and stopping every now and then, as though afraid 
of trespassing. If itis possible to have the FIDDLER 
small and slender, in contrast with the SHOEMAKER 
and the TINKER, it will add to various effects in 
the play. 
FIDDLER: Anyone at homer [Nobody answering, he 
gradually makes his way into the room. He looks around, 
sniffs at the food on the table, and then runs to the exit. | 


Come along, comrades! 
81 
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(Enter, very cautiously, TINKER and SHOEMAKER. First 
they poke their heads in, just as the FIDDLER did, then 
gradually they enter, on tiptoe, with high and exagger- 
ated steps. | 

FIDDLER [beckoning them impatiently]: Comein. You 
need have no fear! Why, the place fits.our wants like a 
silk stocking! 

[The two grow bolder and walk about the room, examining 
everything. But it is not a hasty examination, such as 
the FIDDLER’S was. They finger the tablecloth, weigh 
the table silver, look at the china plates to see the marks 
on the bottom, examine the furniture, etc. | 

TINKER: M-m-m! I think it will do! 

SHOEMAKER: Yes, for a time, at least, we can manage. 

FIDDLER: On my soul! After such a walk as we have 
had, it looks like Paradise to me! 

TINKER: Oh, I dare say it would. For some folks, the 
best is none too good, and others are satisfied with anything 
at all. 

FIDDLER: Come, come, Tinker, we have come a weary 
way. Now, lost in the forest, we find food, warmth, and 
shelter. Can we complainr 

SHOEMAKER: Indeed we have come a weary way! Just 
my luck. I have walked my soles through, and I shall have 
to use my own leather to patch them! [Examines shoes 
ruefully. | 

FIDDLER: What is the use of being a shoemaker if you 
cannot patch your own shoes? Cheer up, man; you shall 
have mine to patch as well, and likewise the Tinker’s here 
[giving TINKER a playful poke]. Hey, Tinker? 


—————— - 
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TINKER [repulsing him sourly]: Not so fast! What do 
you charge to mend a pair of shoes, shoemaker? 

SHOEMAKER: No more than you do for your tinkering, 
fellow, and a better job I make of it, I warrant you! 

TINKER: What! There is not a better tinker than I, 
for miles around! 

FIDDLER: I am sure, gentlemen, that you [to SHOE- 
MAKER] are a marvel at your trade, and [to TINKER] that 
none can equal you at yours. But I am also sure that never 
was anyone so hungry as I. Come, what have we here? 
[Goes to table, and takes up a dish.| Cheese! There is 
nothing like cheese, after such a journey as ours! 

SHOEMAKER [snatching the plate from him]: So say I! 
The smell of it goes to my heart! [Starts eating it greedily. | 

FIDDLER [sarcastically]: You are quite welcome, Shoe- 
maker. And see here [uncovering another dish |—a smok- 
ing-hot sausage! Whoever lives in this house knows what 
is good! 

TINKER [snatching it from him]: I will take the sau- 
sage. I require nourishing food. 

FIDDLER [ standing, legs apart, regarding the two of them, 
as they eat ravenously|: You area pretty pair of traveling 
companions! I suppose I am not hungry in the least? 

SHOEMAKER [Ais mouth full]: Well, eat, then! 

TINKER [grabbing at everything on the table|: Yes, 
help yourself, as I do! 

FIDDLER: Somehow, the idea of doing as you do does 
not tempt me. I will just have a bit of the bread, which 
you are not touching. [Sits down with staff at his side. 
Takes bread and eats tt. ] 

SHOEMAKER: Bread! Why should we eat bread? Here 


* 
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is cake, with raisins, and glowing fruit, and sweets! Bread, 
indeed! 

TINKER: Yes, we get bread at home. 

FIDDLER: I am not so fortunate. Sometimes there is 
bread, and oftener not. 

SHOEMAKER: Need you remind us of such things now? 
Bah, how vulgar you are! 

TINKER: Yes, I suppose you would like to fiddle a tune 
for us on the spot, to make you think of home! 

FIDDLER: That I would! I do miss my dear fiddle! 

SHOEMAKER: Why did you not carry it with you, then? 

FIDDLER: Oh, I expected to take only a stroll. Who 
would have thought I would lose my way as I did? I who 
know every inch of the forest! 

TINKER: Strange that the same thing should have hap- 
pened to all of us. 

SHOEMAKER: And stranger still that this little house 
seems to have no owner. [Knock at door. | 

TINKER: In Heaven’s name! There he comes! [Tries 
to cram down as much as possible. | 

SHOEMAKER [Hastily replacing eatables|: Remember, 
I did not start to eat! “Iwas the fiddler here! [Another 
knock. | 

FIDDLER: Fools! Would the owner knock for admit- 
tanceP He would walk in without knocking. 

TINKER: True, true! We need not open. [Another 
knock. | 

FIDDLER: Oh come—it may be another who has lost his 
Way, as we have. . 

SHOEMAKER: What of it? Let him find it again. 
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FIDDLER: Not I. [Calling.] Come in, whoever you 
are! 
TINKER: Idiot! 
[Enter the OLD BEGGAR WOMAN. She is bent almost dou- 
ble and dressed in ragged and threadbare clothing. | 
BEGGAR WOMAN: Oh, kind sirs, give a poor old woman 
a penny or two. Do now. 
SHOEMAKER: NotI! I have barely enough for myself. 
BEGGAR WOMAN [to TINKER]: You, sir. Have you 
nothing to spare me? 
TINKER: Off with you, old pestilence! How dare you 
annoy us! 
BEGGAR WOMAN [to FIDDLER]: And you, sir? I am 
hungry and tired. 
FIDDLER: That I can well believe, mother. Come, sit 
down and rest yourself. Here is a bit of bread for you. 
BEGGAR WOMAN: Thank you, thank you, kind sir. You 
are very good. [Sits down and munches bread. | 
FIDDLER: Oh, as to that, mother, we are all chicks in 
the same puddle. 
TINKER: Speak for yourself, sir. 
SHOEMAKER: Indeed yes! I am no chick and I see no 
puddle. 
FIDDLER: No offense, old rooster, no offense! 
[SHOEMAKER and TINKER walk off loftily to other end of 
stage, and seat themselves in front of the fireplace, 
toasting their toes, and elbowing one another for the 
warmest place. | 
BEGGAR WoMAN: I don’t want to cause any quarrel 
between you and your friends, sir. 
FIDDLER: Oh, they are only happy when quarreling 
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with some one. Between you and me, they are as sour as 
bad beer. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: Well, well, the wind of heaven blows 
the chips and the straws together. Some day you will find 
better companions. 

FIDDLER: Do you really think so, mother? I am pretty 
lonely sometimes, I can tell you. 

~ BEGGAR WOMAN: And what do you do when you feel 
lonely? 

FIDDLER: Oh, I usually have my fiddle as a companion, 
and then nothing matters. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: Good! good! I am a pretty wise old 
woman, if I do say it myself, and I promise you your fiddle 
will bring you your greatest happiness. 

FIDDLER: Thank you, mother, for your cheering words. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: I must be off now. Farewell. 

FIDDLER: Stay, mother. Here are two pennies to help 
you on your way. Tis not much, but such as it is you are 
welcome to it. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: Thank you, young sir, thank you! 
And now, a cake for a pie. Since you have been so kind, 
what would you like in the way of a wish? 

FIDDLER: Nothing, thank you. I am fairly well content 
as I am. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: But too much content is as bad as too 
little! I tell you I am a wise old woman. Ask what you 
will and your wish shall be granted. 

FIDDLER: Well, then, since you are so kind, there is 
just one thing I would like. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: And what is that? 

FIDDLER: I am not much of a fighter. 
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BEGGAR WOMAN: So? 

FIDDLER: No, no! You see, I am not very big. But 
in this world a man must fight his way. [The line about 
“not very big” may be omitted. | 

BEGGAR WOMAN: ‘True, most true. How can I help 
youe 

FIDDLER: If it were only possible, now, for this staff 
here to do my fighting for me! 

BEGGAR WOMAN: So beit. You have only to say ““Rub- 
a-dub-dub,” lay about you with your staff, and none can 
stand against you. 

FIDDLER: Fine! It’s rather cowardly to have to depend 
on a staff. But what would your Some can fight and 
some can fiddle. 

BEGGAR WOMAN: Now you can do both. Good luck to 
you! And remember, “Rub-a-dub-dub!” 

FIDDLER: Rub-dub-dub it is! Good day, mother! And 
thank you! [Exit OLD BEGGAR WoMAN. | 

TINKER [turning around]: Well, is the old hag gone? 

SHOEMAKER: Or have you invited her to stay to dinner? 

FIDDLER: As to that, I do not think you have left much 
for her. 

TINKER [bending over to poke the fire]: If she had 
stayed, she would have been cold as well as hungry. See, 
the fire is almost out. Who will get more wood? 

SHOEMAKER: NotI. I am still footsore. 

TINKER: And not I. I am too comfortable. 

FIDDLER: Well, I am weary of lolling at my ease here. 
I shall go out into the forest and get an armful. [Exit 
FIDDLER. | 
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TINKER [settling himself still more comfortably]: The 
fellow is certainly useful. 

SHOEMAKER: Yes, that he is. Between you and me, we 
would have been in a pretty hole without him. 

TINKER: But he is such a fool! [Knock.] Good 
Heaven! Another beggar? 

SHOEMAKER: HowdoI know? Open the door. 

TINKER: Open it yourself! What do you take me for? 
[Knock again. | 

SHOEMAKER: Well, I shall not open it. I am too busy. 
[Lights his pipe.] 

TINKER: And I shall stay right here. Who knows what 
might happen to this chair if I left it? 
[Enter TROLL, ugly, humped, with a great long cudgel. | 

TROLL: Pretty manners you two have! Can you not 
open when a body knocks? 

SHOEMAKER: And why should we open for you, I should 
like to know? 

TROLL: Why should you not, fellow? Know you not 
I am a troll and have great power over all in this forest? 

TINKER: Power! Pooh! We have often heard of trolls, 
but never met one. How are we to know you speak the 
truth? 

TROLL: You shall have proof soon enough. Give me 
something to eat. 

SHOEMAKER: Nota scrap. Be off with you. 

TROLL: Give me‘some of that food at once, I tell you! 

TINKER: And I tell you you get nothing from this table. 

TROLL: So that is the way the churn clacks! Well, we ~ 
shall just see about that! 
[Takes his club and commences beating them with might 
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and main. It is no use their trying to beat back, for 
he seems to be all over at once, and the SHOEMAKER 
and TINKER hop about “like two peas on a drumhead.” | 
SHOEMAKER: Mercy, Troll, mercy! 
TINKER: Only stop, and you shall have all the food 
there is! 
TROLL: It is too late now, you curs. You shall suffer 
for treating me so. 

[Enter FIDDLER. He stands watching SHOEMAKER and 
TINKER for a moment, then fingers his staff and calls 
out. | 

FIDDLER: Here, here! Stop, I say! 

TROLL [stopping and turning around|: And who are 
your 

FIDDLER: Never mind who I am. Stop that beating 
at once! 

TROLL: Hoity, toity! You shall have a taste of my 
club yourself, impudent fool! 

[Turns from the other two, who immediately retreat to 
the fireplace, groaning and rubbing themselves. They 
get behind the chair and watch from over the backs. 
The FIDDLER grasps his staff firmly. The TROLL lifts 
his cudgel high. | 

FIDDLER [just before the TROLL’S cudgel descends, in a 

loud voice]: Rub-a-dub-dub! . 

[He starts beating the TROLL'so that he now hops and 
dances around the stage just as the others did. Stand- 
ing up on their chairs, the TINKER and SHOEMAKER 
laugh at the TROLL and applaud the FIDDLER. After 
this has gone on for a short time, the TROLL runs out 

« of the room.] 
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FIDDLER [running after him, calling out to the others|: 
My, what fun it is to fight with such a staff! I'll finish him 
off now and then come back to you. [Exit FIDDLER bran- 
dishing his staff.] 

SHOEMAKER [ coming out from behind the chair]: “Fin- 
ish him off,” indeed! Cannot he leave well enough alone? 

TINKER: Said I not he was a fool? We were just get- 
ting the better of the Troll, when he comes and steals our 
victory. 

SHOEMAKER: Well, for my part, he is welcome to his 
victory. Oh, how sore I am! 

TINKER: And I! I ache in every joint. What a devil- 
ish little Troll he is. [They rub themselves pityingly. |] 

[ Enter FIDDLER, rushing in, out of breath. | 

FIDDLER: Quick! Quick! I saw where he went! 

SHOEMAKER: Well and good. If only he will stay there, 
we are happy. 

FIDDLER: Come! there is not a minute to lose. I chased 
him until he reached a great hole in the ground. And in 
there he popped, like a frog into a well. 

TINKER: In Heaven’s name, let him stay there, then! 

FIDDLER: Never! Who knows what prisoner he may 
be keeping therer Let us after him quickly! 

SHOEMAKER: Not I! I am a mass of bruises. 

TINKER: NotI! I could not walk a step. 

FIDDLER [ratsing his staff as if to strike again]: Would 
you like to see more of my fighting, gentlemen? 

TINKER: What! You would not dare! 

FIDDLER: Would I not? [Approaches TINKER slowly 
and threateningly, swinging his staff. | 
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SHOEMAKER: I—I think we shall reconsider, Fiddler. 
But do not ask us to go down into the hole, I beg of you! 

FIDDLER: Have no fear of that. I am saving the cream 
of the adventure for myself. 

TINKER: You are welcome to such cream, Fiddler. Do 
you not agree, Shoemaker? 

SHOEMAKER: Oh, entirely, entirely. But how can you 
get down into the hole? 

FIDDLER: I have thought of that. You two shall lower 
me into it. Bring me yonder basket, Tinker. [Pointing 
to corner of stage. | 

TINKER [/imps over to corner directed, with a very bad 
grace. He drags from it a clothes basket, groaning at 
every step as he does so|: Here itis. 

FIDDLER: And there [ pointing to other corner] is some 
rope, if I mistake not. Do you [pointing to SHOEMAKER | 
bring it hither. 

SHOEMAKER [glances at TINKER, who looks at FIDDLER 
and taps his forehead significantly. SHOEMAKER shrugs 
his shoulders, and, also limping at every step, brings the 
rope to FIDDLER]: You are right, Fiddler. And good 
stout rope it is. 

FIDDLER: Good! When we get to the hole, you two 
shall lower me into it, as I direct, and then we shall see 
what we shall see. 

TINKER [significantly]: We shall see! 

SHOEMAKER [emphatically]: We shall! 

FIDDLER: Very well, then—forward, march! 

[Exit TINKER first, dragging basket. SHOEMAKER trailing 
the rope, FIDDLER following with outstretched staff, 
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which he now and then flourishes, and at which they 
cringe in terror. | 
CURTAIN 


AGT iit 
SCENE | 


The home of the TROLL. The impresston should 
be as dark and gloomy a one as possible. This 
may be accomplished by the use of black hang- 
ings, table covers, etc., wherever possible, and dark 
table and chairs, whereas in the little house in the 
woods the furniture was light and the cretonne 
gay. In the back of the stage 1s a chest or closet, 
from which the eatables are taken and from which 
the SLAVE OF THE FIDDLE later emerges. In a cor- 
ner, awaiting the right moment, hangs the FIDDLE, 
but it cannot be seen by audience. In the center is 
a table (with black cover) and two chairs. On the 
ground at side are a couple of heavy stones. The 
PRINCESS and the TROLL are seated together. 
PRINCESS: Ah me! how long it is since you have brought 
me to this dreadful place! 
TROLL: Dreadful place, indeed! Is it not snug and 
warm? . 
PRINCESS: It is so dark that no ray of sunlight ever 
comes here. Who can be happy without sunlight? 
TROLL: Nonsense! Think of all the good things that 
grow in darkness. Mushrooms now—there’s a delicacy 
for you! . 
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PRINCEss: Mushrooms!» You forget I am a princess! 
We give mushrooms to the pigs. 

TROLL: And there’s myself and my family. Do we 
burn extravagant candles, I ask you, or require a great silly 
sun before we can go about our business? 

PRINCESS: Ugh! You horrible creature! Will no one 
ever come to my rescue? [Starts to weep. | 

TROLL: Weep as much as you like, Princess. You know 
we trolls prefer tears to laughter—though your very tears 
are not gloomy enough. You are such a joyful creature. 

PRINCESS: I was joyful once, before you carried me off 
and imprisoned me here. But now I have forgotten how 
to smile. 

TROLL: Oh, smiling would be out of place here. Be- 
sides, you have such a dazzling smile—it lights up this 
whole place and makes things very hard on me! [Votce 
(FIDDLER’S) from without. | 

FIDDLER: Hallo there! Anyone at home? 

PRINCESS [clasps her hands and smiles|: Oh, at last, at 
last! Come—come quickly! 

TROLL: You little fool! Stop smiling! The whole 
place is illuminated! 

FIDDLER: Hello!—hello! Is it much further down? 

PRINCESS: Oh, come—come quickly! 

TROLL: Be quiet, you! How dare you call out! 

PRINCESS: I will! I will! I will if I die for it! [Put- 
ting her hands to her mouth.| ( What ho, there! What 
ho-o-o! Come quickly! | 

TROLL [rushing forward with club upraised, and shak- 
ing her threateningly by wrists}: You will, will you! 
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PRINCESS [calling]: Whoever you are, come, and come 
quickly! 

[She and the TROLL struggle together for a moment, until 
FIDDLER appears at side of stage, standing upright in 
his basket, which has been pushed on to the stage.| 

FIDDLER [calling to TINKER and SHOEMAKER, off stage]: 

All’s well! Let go now, boys. When I have need of you 

I will call. [Stepping out of basket, and striding over to 

where PRINCESS and TROLL are struggling. The ‘TROLL 

is so amazed that he has dropped his club and stares at the 

FIDDLER open-mouthed.| Oho! so this is your lair! Then 

it is rub-a-dub-dub again. But this time I shall make 

short work of you, you toad! 

[PRINCESS covers her face with her hands. FIDDLER 
strikes the TROLL very coolly and sctentifically three 
times. At the first stroke the TROLL’S knees tremble 
under him. At the second he drops upon them and, 
holds out his hands for mercy. And at the third he 
falls over dead. At the thud the PRINCESS looks up. ]} 

PRINCESS: Qh, sir, how can I ever thank your 

FIDDLER: Madam, do not mention it, I beg. "Tis but a 
small service to render a princess. 

PRINCESS: How do you know I am a princess? 

FIDDLER: Oh, ’tis easy to tell true royalty. 

PRINCESS: And are you, then, a prince? 

FIDDLER: Alas! no, madam, though I thank you for 
the pretty compliment. I am but a poor fiddler. 

PRINCESS: No matter, no matter. None has ever done 
me such a service before. ‘That wicked Troll yonder 

[pointing to troll and shivering]. Oh, take him away! 

Take him away! 
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IIDDLER: Here, you miserable wretch! [ Bundles TROLL 
into basket and calls up to SHOEMAKER and TINKER. ] 
Hallo, there! Hallo! 

SHOEMAKER AND TINKER: Hallo, hallo! 

FIDDLER: Pull up the basket and dump out what you 
find there, quick now, and send it back again! [Basket 
is withdrawn.| And now, lady, comfort yourself. He will 
never trouble you again. 

PRINCESS: Oh, how happy I am! For over a year he 
has kept me in this dreadful place, and I was beginning 
to despair of ever leaving it. 

FIDDLER: But that is all over now, Princess. Do not 
think more about it. 

PRINCESS: How tired you must be, after all your exer- 
tions! May I offer you any refreshment? 

FIDDLER: Well, now that you mention it, I am a bit 
thirsty. Could you give me a drink? 

PRINCESS: Alas! that a Princess should not be able to 
offer any drink to her brave deliverer! Unless perhaps 
you are partial to ink? 

FIDDLER: Ink? 

PRINCESS: Or shoe polish? 

FIDDLER: But, Princess! 

PRINCESS: You see, the Troll could not abide anything 
that was not black, and so he satisfied his thirst with ink 
and shoe polish. 

FIDDLER: My poor, poor Princess! 

PRINCESS [going to chest and bringing out articles as 
she talks}: But in the ice chest here there is a large supply 
of licorice and blackberry pie. Would you like some of 
that? 
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FIDDLER: If you will share it with me. 

PRINCESS: Gladly, gladly! And here are black rad- 
ishes and black bread, too. It is not very cheering fare, 
but my father, the king, will soon atone for that. [ds she 
finishes setting articles on table.| I drink my deliverer’s 
health in blackberry pie. 

FIDDLER: And I swear you eternal fealty on a stick 
of licorice! 

[They raise pie and licorice aloft and eat. Voice from 
without (the SHOEMAKER’S). | 

SHOEMAKER: Hallo there, Fiddler! We have buried 
the Troll. What next? 

PRINCESS: Who speaks? 

FIDDLER: Friends of mine. They are waiting to res- 
cue us. 

PRINCESS: Oh, let us go, quickly! 

FIDDLER: Very well, Your Highness.. [Going to side 
of stage and raising hands to mouth.| ‘Tinker and Shoe- 
maker, draw the basket up with care. You will bear a 
precious burden! 

SHOEMAKER: Another troll? 

FIDDLER: No, a princess—a lovely princess. [ PRINCESS 
curtstes. | 

TINKER: Ah-h-h! 

FIDDLER: Have a care now, you rascals! If aught go 
wrong with her, you shall have a taste of my staff! 

SHOEMAKER: We will be most careful, Fiddler. 

PRINCESS: Oh, I am afraid of the journey! 

FIDDLER: You need have no fear, Princess. Just seat 
yourself in the basket, and my friends will draw you up 
to safety. 
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PRINCESS: Then let us go quickly! 

FIDDLER: Here is the basket, Princess. See, it is quite 
cozy! [Helps her into the basket and arranges her skirts 
about her. | 

PRINCESS: But are you not coming with me? 

FIDDLER: Go you first, and I will follow. The basket 
will be too heavy otherwise. 

PRINCESS [starting to weep|: Oh, I cannot go alone! 

FIDDLER: Indeed you can! Think of the sunshine, and 
the palace, and the king, your father, awaiting you! 

PRINCESS [sniffing a bit|: True, true. I need all my 
royal [sniff] courage. Farewell, Fiddler. But as it may 
be some time before we are alone together, take this love 
token from me. [Draws ring from her finger and gives 
it to FIDDLER. | 

FIDDLER: Your Highness! 

PRINCESS: Indeed yes! We are sweethearts now, and I 
shall never wed another. Perhaps court etiquette will for- 
bid my telling you so at the palace. After all, this place 
has its merits! 

FIDDLER: Lady, I cannot tell my joy. Remember, I am 
but a poor fiddler! 

PRINCESS: But I am a discriminating princess. 

FIDDLER: After all, what is a fiddle between sweet- 
hearts? 

PRINCESS: Fiddlesticks! 

FIDDLER: Exactly! [Embraces her.] 

PRINCESS: Farewell for a few moments! 

FIDDLER: Farewell! [Calling to SHOEMAKER and 
TINKER.| The Princess is ready to start. Careful now, 
or it shall cost you dear! 
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SHOEMAKER: All shall go well, Fiddler! Have no fear! 
FIDDLER: Farewell again, Princess. Courage! 
[PRINCESS is pulled out, waving farewell and blowing 
kisses to FIDDLER. FIDDLER responds ardently. | 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 2 


The same as Scene 1. The FIDDLER 1s alone, wait- 
ing for the basket to come back. As the curtain 
rises he is pacing up and down the stage, stopping 
every now and then as he talks. 

FIDDLER: Heavens! If only the Princess doesn’t fall 
out of the basket as easily as she fell in love! Oh, what 
a sweet Princess she is, and what a lucky Fiddler I am, and 
what slow fellows the Tinker and Shoemaker are! Will 
that basket never come! [Vhe basket 1s pushed on to the 
stage.| At last— hurrah! I am off! [Js about to step 
into the basket when a thought strikes him.| Wait a bit. 
There are tricks in every trade. Suppose the Shoemaker 
and the Tinker are planning one for me! Better put a sub- 
stitute passenger into that basket and see how it fares. 
[Looks about, finds a large stone, and puts it in the basket. | 

SHOEMAKER [from outside]: Are you safely seated? 

FIDDLER: All ready! Pull away! 

[ Basket, with stone in it, 1s drawn off stage. FIDDLER, legs 
apart, hands in pockets, head upratsed as though 
watching its ascent, awaits developments. In a mo- 
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ment the basket, the rope holding it cut, is thrown 
violently on the stage, so that the stone comes tumbling 
out. Voices of PRINCESS, SHORMAKER and TINKER 
from behind side scenes. | 

SHOEMAKER: That’s the way to treat upstart fiddlers! 
Good riddance to you! 

PRINCESS: Oh, my poor Fiddler, what is become of 
you now? 

TINKER: Never mind him. You come along with us. 

PRINCESS: Farewell forever, Fiddler! They are forc- 
ing me away! 

FIppLer: Be of good courage, lady! Many a one has 
been in a bad hole and gotten out again. 

SHOEMAKER: Ha! Ha! Ha! Boast all you like. It 
won't be so easy to get out of that hole, I warrant you! 

FIppLer [shaking his fist}: We shall sec! 

TINKER: We shall see! Farewell, braggart! 

FippLer: Perhaps they are right. This is a deeper hole 
than J have ever been in. [Picking up staff and talking 
to it.| Of what good are you to me now, old Rub-a-dub- 
dub? JI can no more get out of this pickle than a toad out 
of a cellar window. [Sits down dejectedly with his head 
in his hands. After a moment he jumps up.| Come now! 
I may as well die cheerfully, if need be. Let us have a 
look about here. Perhaps there may be another prisoner 
hidden somewhere. Who knows? [Starts walking about. 
Looks under table, under chairs, into chest, etc. Sud- 
denly in the corner he spies the violin. He seizes it.) 
Aha, there is some butter to the crust, after all! Have you 
been here all this time, old friend, and I never knew it? 
Come along, let us have a bit of a jig to cheer us up! 
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[If the person taking the FIDDLER’S part 1s a real musician, 
he may play an entire piece before the SLAVE OF THE 
FIDDLE makes his appearance. Anything lively may 
be used, such as the “Perpetuum Mobile” or a Strauss 
Waltz or Moskowsky’s Spanish Dance, etc. If the 
actor is not able to play the instrument, he may merely 
make a pretense, and some one behind the scenes can 
play a few bars of any lively dance tune, to which the 
FIDDLER dances as he plays. He has been playing some 
time, according to his ability and the enjoyment of the 
audience, when suddenly three loud taps are heard. 
He stops playing. | 

FIDDLER: Strange! What can that be? [Lustens in- 
tently. Loud raps are repeated.| ‘There’s no mistake this 
time. Can it be that there really is another prisoner here? 

[Calling.| Where are you? [SLAVE OF THE FIDDLE an- 

swers from the chest or closet at back of room. | 

SLAVE: Do you wish to see me, master? 
FIDDLER: Of a surety I do! 
SLAVE: Here I am! 

[The chest or closet at back of stage opens, and the SLAVE 
OF THE FIDDLE appears. He should be as small as 
possible in comparison with the FIDDLER, but if that 
1s not feasible, he should make up in grotesqueness of 
costume what he lacks in contrast of size—perhaps an 
Oriental effect, to give the impression of the magic 
and bizarre. The SLAVE steps out of the chest and 
approaches the FIDDLER, before whom he kneels. | 

FIDDLER: Welcome, stranger! 
SLAVE: What would you have, master? 
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FIDDLER: Information, first. Who may you be? 

SLAVE: I am the Slave of the Fiddle, master. You 
have but to play, and I appear, ready to grant whatever 
you may wish. 

FIDDLER: So. Is that the tune we play? Many a one 
would sell his soul for such a fiddle! 

SLAVE: But not everyone could play on it, master. I 
come only to those who have the courage to make music, 
instead of bewailing their fate. 

FIDDLER: Look here, are you a preacher or a slave? 

SLAVE [kneeling and touching floor with head|: What- 
ever master wishes, I shall perform. 

FIDDLER: Very well then. Put me to sleep until the 
middle of next week, and then take me wherever the Prin- 
cess 1S. 

SLAVE: But why wait until the middle of next week? 

FIDDLER: I wish to test the love of the Princess. If it 
can endure until the middle of next week, it is deep indeed. 

SLAVE: Ah, what courage you have! It is a privilege 
to serve such a master! 

FIDDLER: Say you so, indeed! Put me to sleep, then, 
and mind you guard well my staff and my fiddle! 

SLAVE: So be it, master. Sleep! 

[He makes a few passes with his hands. The FIDDLER 
cradles his head on his fiddle and, shaking the staff 
warningly at the slave, falls asleep. | 


CURTAIN 
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ACT ait 


SCENE 1 


A bit of road. Two GOSSIPS are standing, knit- 
ting as they talk. 

First Gossip: Whoever heard the like! To think that 
that sour-faced Tinker will wed our Princess! 

SECOND Gossip: Not so! The Shoemaker swears he 
will have her. 

[Enter FIDDLER. He stands listening to them. | 

First Gossip: I tell you ‘twas the Tinker who rescued 
her from the Troll! 

SECOND GossIP: And I with my own eyes saw the Troll’s 
head, which the Shoemaker keeps nailed outside his win- 
dow. 

FIDDLER [coming forward|: Who is this brave Shoe- 
maker of whom you speak? 

First Gossip: You must come from afar not to know 
who he is. 

FIDDLER: I ama stranger. Pity my ignorance. 

First Gossip: You know, of course, that a year ago our 
beautiful Princess was carried off by a troll? 

FIDDLER: Yes, I have heard of that. 

SECOND Gossip: He carried her to his home deep down 
in the ground, and there he kept her his prisoner for a 
year and a day. 

FIDDLER: Lucky Troll! 

First Gossip: The Shoemaker declares that he labored 
night and day, making his way down into that dreadful 
hole— 
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SECOND Gossip: And the Tinker vows that, had it not 
been for his aid, she would never have been found. 

First Gossip: And they both claim the glory of the 
Troll’s death, and the hand of the Princess, as the King 
promised. 

FIDDLER: What is that about the King’s promise? 

SECOND GossIP: Do you not even know that/ The King 
vowed that whoever rescued her is to have her for his 
wife, and half of the kingdom to boot. 

FIDDLER: Of course, if he put it in those words, the 
Shoemaker should have her. 

First Gossip: And why? 

FIDDLER: There is half of the kingdom to boot/ 

First GossIP: Out upon you, fiddling punster! 
[Enter PRINCESS, SHOEMAKER, TINKER and KING. PRIN- 

CESS walks with the KING, disdainfully keeping the 
other two at a distance. FIDDLER hides behind GOSSIP 

- so that he ts not seen. | . 

KING: Now, my dear, do be reasonable. Would you 
have me break my royal word? 

PRINCESS: Would you have me break my royal hearte 
I tell you I shall wed neither of these fellows. 

KinG: And why?! Think of a tinker or a shoemaker 
always on hand. What a load off a housekeeper’s mind! 

PRINCESS: Ah, I had far rather listen to music when- 
ever I had a mind to! 

KING: Forget your sentimental dreams, my dear. Music 
is all very well in its place, but you see it did no good in 
the Troll’s den. 

PRINCESS: But I have told you again and again that I 
owe my freedom to the Fiddler, and not to these boors. 
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KING: Where is the fellow, then? Why does he not 
come and claim you? 

TINKER: If your story were true, and he had been pow- 
erful enough to kill the Troll and send you to safety, could 
he not save himself as well? 

SHOEMAKER: Perhaps he has found another princess 
more to his liking, in another troll’s den? 

PRINCESS: Oh, you wretches! You know well how to 
torture a helpless Princess! 

KING: It ts possible that the young man may have 
changed his mind. I believe you yourself have done so 
once or twice? 

PRINCESS: You, my own father, to insinuate that a man 
could turn from me to anyone! 

KING: It has happened with brave men and lovely prin- 
cesses before, my dear. 

PRINCESS: I shall not listen to you. And yet [ dside] 
‘twas I myself who first declared love. What if they should 
be right! [Starts to weep. | 

SHOEMAKER: Come, Princess, dry your eyes and choose 
between us. If we cannot fiddle for you, we have our good 
points also. ) 

PRINCESS: Oh, I hate you both! I hate you! 

KING: At least give them their chance, my dear. If 
you still insist that they did not kill the Troll, assign them 
another task and see how they perform it. 

TINKER: Good! Only name the task! 

PRINCESS: Very well, then. I vow and declare I shall 
marry no one—no one—who cannot bring me a pair of 
pure golden slippers, with a real diamond buckle on each 
slipper. 


IPE Bea DASE “AN De PDD aos 


TINKER: But, Princess, such slippers would be most 
cumbersome! 

PRINCESS: Did I ask your advice, fellow? I have 
spoken. It is for you to act. 

SHOEMAKER: I have made slippers all my life, Prin- 
cess. But golden slippers! And diamond buckles! I 
have neither the tools nor the material. 

PRINCESS: What is that to me? I shall marry nobody 
until I have such slippers. [Exit PRINCESS haughtily.], 

KiNG: I did my best for you, gentlemen. But comfort 
yourselves—even her Fiddler could not grant such a wish. 
[Exit KING, shaking head. | 

First Gossip [steps forward. As she does so, FIDDLER 
hides behind SECOND GossIP. When SECOND GossIP talks, 
he hides behind FIRST GOSSIP again, etc.|: If you ask me, 
I think she favors you, Shoemaker. Else why should she 
want slippers? 

SECOND GossIP: ‘True enough! Courage! I know the 
Master Shoemaker of the town, and between the two of 
you you should be able to make the slippers. 

SHOEMAKER: Oh, fetch him quickly! Go! [Exit SECOND 
GossIP. | 

TINKER: Well, I may as well give up hope at once, as 
far as I am concerned. Besides, the Princess does not suit 
me. I know other maids far more to my taste. 

First Gossip: Oh, how sour the grapes are, Tinker! 

SHOEMAKER: I am not sure of that, Gossip. Even 
if I could make the slippers, think what a clattering there 
would be about the house! 

First Gossip: Faint heart! You do not deserve the 
PRINCESS! [Enter SECOND GossIP, with MASTER SHOE- 
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MAKER. MASTER SHOEMAKER ts old, and walks with a 
cane.| But see, here comes the Master Shoemaker himself. 
Ask him. ' 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: What is this I hear about golden 
slippers and diamond buckles? 

SHOEMAKER: It is the Princess’s demand, Master Shoe- 
maker. She will not wed until she has such a pair. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER [to SHOEMAKER]: Can you make 
them? 

SHOEMAKER: Alas, no! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Indeed! I thought the young 
people could do everything much better than their fathers 
these days! 

SHOEMAKER: Do not taunt me, Master Shoemaker! I 
want the Princess above all things. Can you help me win 
herr 
MASTER SHOEMAKER: Not I, young shoemaker! You 
must try elsewhere. 

TINKER: Come, all is not lost yet. Let us go to her 
again. One of us may bring her to her senses. 

SHOEMAKER: I would I could use the slipper on her, 
the obstinate hussy! 

[Exeunt TINKER and SHOEMAKER, shaking fists defiantly. ] 

First Gossip: There go a fine couple of wooers! The 
one is so craven he tries not at all, and the other is almost 
as bad. 

SECOND GossIP: Let us follow them and see what they 
are after. We have naught to do but to mind other folks’ 
business! 

FirsT Gossip: True, true! How easy that is! Let us 
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hurry, lest we miss something! [Exeunt GossIPs, gossip- 

ing as they go.| 

FIDDLER [stepping forward]: Master Shoemaker! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Yes? 

FIDDLER: Will you take a journeyman shoemaker? 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: What can you do? 

FIDDLER: I can make a pair of slippers such as the 
Princess wants. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: What! 

FIDDLER: I swear I can. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Who are youre 

FIDDLER: No matter. I can make the slippers, and you 
shall yourself bring them to the Princess. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: H’m! I am a trifle old for such 
junketings. However, I am interested professionally. Let 
me see what you can do. 

FIDDLER: Very well, then. Leave me alone for a few 
moments. When I want you [I shall call. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Indeed! It is not often a journey- 
man shoemaker gives orders to his master. 

FIDDLER: Have it your own way. I shall go to the other 
shoemaker and offer my services to him. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: No, no! It shall be as you wish. 
You promise to call me the moment you have finished? 

FIDDLER: The very moment. But mind you leave me 
entirely alone and see that no one interrupts me! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: On my word of honor! 

[Exit MASTER SHOEMAKER, hobbling away as fast as he 
can. FIDDLER starts to play his violin. Enter SLAVE OF 
THE FIDDLE. | 

SLAVE: What would you have, master? 
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FIDDLER: I wish a pair of slippers such as the Princess 
has ordered, but I want only one buckle to the pair. 

SLAVE: Why do you not ask me to render you a real 
service, master? Your tasks are too simple. 

FIDDLER: Come, come, prove it to me. Up to now you 
have not failed me. 

SLAVE: Nor shall I do so now, master. Here [drawing 
slippers from his pocket] are the slippers. Have you any 
other commands? 

FIDDLER: Not just now, Slave. You may go. [Exit 
SLAVE with salaam. | 

FIDDLER [calling]: Master Shoemaker! Ho, there, 
Master Shoemaker! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER [running in]: Here I am, jour- 
neyman. 

FIDDLER: And here are the slippers. [Hands them to 
him. | 

MASTER SHOEMAKER [examining them|: Upon my 
word! There is something in the younger generation, after 
all. Young man, I congratulate you! 

FIDDLER: Oh, it is nothing—nothing! A mere knack. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Knack, indeed! It is the work 
of an artist! But— 

FIDDLER: Yes? 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Do you know that there is only 
one buckle to the pair? 

FIDDLER: Oh, as to that, do not trouble yourself. Just 
take the Princess aside and tell her that the Fiddler has the 
other, and matters will be as smooth as cream. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Very well, Your Worship. Good 
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day, Your Worship. I am off to the palace at once, Your 
Worship. | 
[Exit, bowing himself out obsequiously, slippers hugged 
to his breast. | 

FIDDLER: My worship has done a good day’s work, it 
seems to me! And now to see what my Princess has to say! 
Come, my worship, let us go to the palace together! [Struts 
off stage, fiddle under arm, staff in hand. ]} 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 2 


A room in the palace. KING, PRINCESS, SHOE- 
MAKER, and TINKER. PRINCESS 1s looking away 
from all three and tapping her foot impatiently. 


PRINCESS: It is fully an hour since I asked for the slip- 
pers, and not a sign of them. 

SHOEMAKER: Dear Princess— 

PRINCESS: I am not your dear Princess. 

SHOEMAKER: Not as yet, Your Royal Highness. But 
if you will only allow me to prove to you how much more 
useful a leather slipper is than a golden one— 

[Enter MASTER SHOEMAKER, bearing before him upon a 
cushion the golden slippers and stepping out mayjestt- 
cally. He is followed by the two GOSSIPS and the 
FIDDLER, who hides behind now one, and now the 
other, as he did before. | 

TINKER: Look! Look! As I live, here are the slippers! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER [kneeling before PRINCESS]: Your 
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Highness, I have the honor to present to you the slippers, 
just as you ordered them. 

PRINCESS: Impossible! Let me see them! [Examines 
them excitedly.]| What beauteous things! Can it be pos- 
sible that you have made them? 

KincG: Which do you prefer, daughter—the old man 
with his golden gift or one of these young bloods here? 

PRINCESS: Wait! Wait! [Zo MASTER SHOEMAKER] 
Are these slippers your own work, sir? 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: I—I supervised their manufac- 
ture, lady. 

PRINCESS: I ask you, are they your own handiworke 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Oh, handiwork is only a part of 
artistry, madam. It is the soul which endures, and my 
soul [kneeling] was in that work, lady. 

PRINCESS: H’m! Your soul appears to have its limi- 
tations, sirrah. ‘There is one buckle missing. 

SHOEMAKER: Aha! 

TINKER: Oho! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: A trifle—a mere trifle. A word 
in your ear, madam. 

PRINCESS: Be brief, fellow. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER [whispering]: The Fiddler has 
the other buckle, madam? 

PRINCESS: What! The Fiddler, say your 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: That is what the fellow calls him- 
self—a young journeyman stripling who helped me with 
this job. 

PRINCESS: Oh, praise Heaven! Praise Heaven! [Hugs 
the MASTER SHOEMAKER. | 
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MASTER SHOEMAKER: Oh, madam, I little thought such 
honor would be mine! 

PRINCESS: Yours, old fool! Yours/ Where is that 
journeyman shoemaker? Take me to him at once. 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: How impetuous you are, lady! I 
know not where he is, upon my word. He disappeared 
as soon as this little task was completed. 

PRINCESS: Little task, indeed. Never were there such 
slippers, never, never! 

KiNG: Do your raptures mean that you will wed the 
fellow, daughter? 

PRINCESS: Oh, I am not yet ready to wed anyone, sire. 

KING: What? 

PRINCESS: No. These slippers have but whetted my 
appetite for tributes. Now I would have— 

TINKER: Yes, yes! 

PRINCESS: Such slippers are useless unless— 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Speak on, lady, we implore! 

PRINCESS: Unless I have a pair of gloves to match them. 

KING: You have dozens of gloves. , 

PRINCESS: Not fine enough. ‘They must be of the finest 
silk, all embroidered with silver and pearls, and with a 
ruby clasp at the wrist of each. 

KinG: I am beginning to feel sorry for your husband. 

SHOEMAKER: There is not a glover in the town that can 
make such. 

First GossIP [stepping forward, and curtsying at every 
step]: If you please, Your Highness, my cousin owns a 
glove shop. Mayhap he could make the glovesr 

TINKER: These women are too well acquainted here- 
abouts! Mind your own business, Gossip! 
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PRINCESS: Fetch your cousin the glover by all means, 
my good woman. [Exit FirsT Gossip. FIDDLER keeps hid- 
den behind SECOND GossiP.] As for me, I shall put these 
slippers away with the care due them. 

KING: I, too, shall go. Your absurd orders make me 
look too ridiculous, daughter. 

PRINCESS: Nonsense! A king is never ridiculous unless 
he is too easily satisfied. Come then, if you are so minded. 
[Exeunt KING and PRINCESS, PRINCESS lovingly carrying 

her slippers. | 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Well, I cannot see what my zeal 
has gained for me. Not even a word of thanks! By 
heaven! I shall stick close to leather after this. [Starts 
to go. | 

SHOEMAKER: One moment, Master Shoemaker. Just 
tell me how you made those slippers—do, now! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: NotI! The secret dies with me! 
But see—here comes the Master Glover! 

[Enter MASTER GLOVER with SECOND GoOssIP. | 

MASTER GLOVER: Good day, all. What is this I hear? 
For I do not trust our good gossip here. 

TINKER: This time she is right, the old chatterbox! Her 
Highness the Princess demands a pair of gloves of the 
finest silk— 

SHOEMAKER: All embroidered with silver and pearls— 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: And with a ruby clasp at the 
wrist of each. 
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First Gossip: Set to work, Master Glover. Get busy 
at once. 

MASTER GLOVER [turning to SECOND GOSSIP in a pas-. 
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sion]: Had I known you brought me here to make sport 

of me, wretched woman, I should have stayed at home. Be 

off with you! 

[Exeunt both GOSSIPS, running. FIDDLER gets behind 
MASTER GLOVER. | 

MASTER GLOVER [turning to others}: And as for you, 
Master Shoemaker, a little success has turned your old 
head! Away, before I forget the respect due your gray 
hairs! 

MASTER SHOEMAKER: Nay, my triumph did me no 
good, Master Glover. See that yours has more lasting 
effects. 

[ MASTER GLOVER starts after him threateningly. MASTER 
SHOEMAKER dodges him and hobbles off stage.] 

TINKER [to SHOEMAKER]: I see no use our remaining 
here. Let us annoy the Princess a bit. 

SHOEMAKER: A good thought! Come along! [Exeunt 
SHOEMAKER and TINKER, arm in arm.| 

FIDDLER [stepping forward |: Master Glover! 

MASTER GLOVER: How now! Another mocker! 

FIDDLER: Oh no, sir, far from it! I am only a humble 
apprentice. 

MASTER GLOVER: An apprentice, hey? Well, what can 
you doP 

FIDDLER: For one thing, I can make a pair of gloves 
such as the Princess demands. 

MASTER GLOVER [raising his cane]: Did I not say I 
would endure no more mockery? Be off with you, you 
saucy varlet! 

FIDDLER: Oh, but I am not mocking you, Master Glover. 
It is you who can mock the others, if you will hire me. 
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MAasTER GLOVER: Humph! Talk, talk! You will have 
to show me what you can do. 
FIDDLER: Give me a room to myself and I will show you 
just such a pair of gloves as the Princess asks for. 
MASTER GLOVER: That is a queer request. 
FIDDLER [shrugging shoulders|: I cannot work other- 
wise. 
MASTER GLOVER: It can do no harm to try you out. But 
mind, if this be some jest, it shall go hard with you! 
FIDDLER: On my word, Master Glover, it is no jest. 
[Exeunt MASTER GLOVER and FIDDLER, MASTER GLOVER 
shaking his finger threateningly at FIDDLER, FIDDLER 
protesting. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 3 


A room in the GLOVER’S house. It is furnished 
with only a table and chair. Enter MASTER 
GLOVER and FIDDLER. 


MASTER GLOVER: Step this way, young fellow. ’Tis not 
much of a room, but you will be undisturbed here. 
FIDDLER: You promise to let no one near me? 
MASTER GLOVER: I promise. Be as quick as possible, 
fellow! 
FIDDLER: Oh, I shall work rapidly, never fear! 
MASTER GLOVER: Farewell then. I leave you alone. 
[FIDDLER plays upon his fiddle. Enter SLAVE OF THE 
FIDDLE. ? 
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SLAVE: Good morrow, master. How did the Princess 
like the slippers? 

FIDDLER: She is not yet satisfied. She must have more. 

SLAVE: What! Is she a centipede, then? 

FIDDLER: Not more slippers, Slave! But more proof 
of your ability. 

SLAVE: Aha! You touch me in a tender place there. 
Whatever you wish shall be granted. 

FIDDLER: Could you give me a pair of gloves for her, 
now, of the finest silk, all embroidered with silver and 
pearls, and with one ruby clasp? 

SLAVE: Master, you are making game of me. This is 
mere child’s play. 

FIDDLER: Come, then, play away. If it be so easy, you 
should work quickly. 

SLAVE: It is so simple, it is done before you ask me. 
Here [drawing gloves from his pocket], here are the gloves. 

FIDDLER: True enough, just as she ordered them! In- 
deed, you are a jewel of a Slave! 

SLAVE: It is my joy to serve you, master. 

FIDDLER: Good! Rejoice, then, for I have other work 
for you. Pay close attention! 

SLAVE: Master, you have only to command. 

FIDDLER: After the Glover takes these gloves to the 
Princess, you and I shall start for the palace together. 
But you are to make us both invisible to those around us. 

SLAVE: There is nothing easier, master. 

FIDDLER: Can I fiddle when I am invisible? 

SLAVE: Indeed, yes. 

FIDDLER: Is it painful to be invisible? 

SLAVE: Only to your vanity, master. 
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FIDDLER: Very well, then. Make yourself invisible 
now, and I shall call the Master Glover. [SLAVE bows and 
walks to back of stage.| Wa! You are gone already. I 
feel very strange without you! 

SLAVE: You can have me back to the tune of a fiddle, 
master. 

FIDDLER: Just a bit longer. What ho, Master Glover! 

MASTER GLOVER [running in]: Well, young whipper- 
snapper, have you cooled your heels by now? 

FIDDLER: Cooled my heels, indeed! In a moment I 
shall be off to the Princess with these, myself! 

MASTER GLOVER [observing gloves for first time]: 
What! Did you really succeed in making them, then? Let 
me see them! Let me see them! 

FIDDLER: Here they are, Master Glover. Are you 
satisfied P 

MASTER GLOVER: Satisfied? You are a genius, boy, a 
genius! But why is there only one clasp? 

FIDDLER: Do not trouble yourself about that, Master 
Glover. If the Princess take any note of it, take her aside 
secretly and tell her that the Fiddler has the other, and 
she will be satisfied. 

MASTER GLOVER: Very well, very well! Oh me, what 
a triumph! Wait until I catch the Master Shoemaker— 
Pll puta flea in his ear, I warrant! [Rushes out, carefully 
carrying gloves. | 

FIDDLER: And never a thought of me! When I have 
married the Princess, I shall not forget those who have 
helped me, I hope! Are you there, Slave? 

SLAVE: Yes, yes, master! 

FIDDLER: Make me invisible and bring me to the palace 


Tae ESE Aare h: AINE keen 


—quickly, now! [Beckons imperiously tg SLAVE, who bows 
and comes forward. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 4 


A room in the palace. Enter FIDDLER and SLAVE. 
FIDDLER: I have the strangest feeling! Although you 
say I am invisible, I can see everything and everybody. 
SLAVE: You shall have proof in a moment, master. 

When the King and Princess enter, you may pass in front 

of them, even touch them, and they will not know of your 

presence. 
FIDDLER: I am anxious to try it. 

[Enter KING and PRINCESS and seat themselves on thrones. 
FIDDLER makes a low bow before the PRINCESS. She 
looks straight at him, but does not see him. | 

PRINCEsS: I thought to have my gloves by now, but 
there is not a soul here. | 
KING [also looking straight at FIDDLER and FIDDLER’S 

SLAVE]: Yes, the room is empty. 

FIDDLER: I grow bolder. [ Pokes the KING in the side. | 

Thank you for the compliment, Your Majesty! 

_ $ave: Did I not tell you you could be neither seen 

nor heard? 

FIDDLER: What a good child I am, to be sure! But see, 
here come the gloves. 

[Enter MASTER GLOVER, bearing gloves before him on a 
golden tray—a piece of cardboard covered with gold 
paper. Behind him come the two Gossips, the Mas- 
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TER SHOEMAKER, the MASTER TAILOR, SHOEMAKER, 
and TINKER. The FIDDLER and SLAVE retire to one 
side. During this scene the FIDDLER can do a good 
deal of byplay, mimicking, making remarks, sotto 
voce, etc. | 

MASTER GLOVER: Princess, since your wish became 
known, I have worked night and day, and I think I have 
succeeded in making you the gloves you wish. 

PRINCESS: Indeed! You are bold, knave! 

MASTER GLOVER: Do but look upon the gloves, lady, 
and see if they please you. 

PRINCESS: They are indeed beautiful! [Trying them 
on.| And how well they fit! How did you know my size? 

MASTER GLOVER [sighing sentimentally]: Ah, love is 

a great teacher, Princess! 

FIDDLER: Impudent liar! 

SLAVE: Calm yourself, master. 

PRINCESS: But see here— 

MASTER GLOVER: I know what you are about to say. 
There is one clasp missing. 

PRINCESS: Exactly. 

MASTER GLOVER: ‘Truth to tell, I had a little help in 
that part of the work from an apprentice. 

FIDDLER: How noble of you to admit it]! 

PRINCESS: Ah! Go on, go on! 

MASTER GLOVER: When I reproached him for his care- 
lessness, he shrugged his shoulders and said [/eaning for- 
ward and whispering to Princess], “Just tell her the Fid- 
dler has the other clasp.” 

KING [leaning forward eagerly]: What did he say? 
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MASTER SHOEMAKER [also leaning forward]: I did not 
understand that part, either. 

SHOEMAKER, TINKER, AND OTHERS [all craning necks]: 
We, too, would like to hear. 

PRINCESS: Would you, indeed? Oh, with what im- 
pertinent curiosity I am surrounded! Well, you shall not 
hear. [Zo MASTER GLOVER, taking him aside.] Tell me 
again. 

MASTER GLOVER: He said, “Just tell her that the Fid- 
dler has the other clasp.” 

PRINCESS: Oh, how happy I am! How happy I am! 

KinG: Shall I order the wedding cake, daughter? 

PRINCEsS: If you like, but first— 

FIDDLER: Pay close attention, Slave! 

SLAVE: Master, I am all ears. 

KING [sinking back in his chair]: I feared it! I knew 
it! You will never be satisfied! 

PRINCESS: No, Your Majesty, I shall not marry until 
I have a wedding dress of white silk, with both sleeves 
looped up with pearls as big as marbles. 

[First and SECOND GossIPS, one on each side of him, pull 
forward the MASTER TAILOR, who seems reluctant to 
come, and hangs back. | 

First Gossip: Silly fellow! Here is your chance] 

SECOND GossIP: The Master Shoemaker and the Mas- 
ter Glover have succeeded. Why should you fail? 

MASTER TAILOR: But what would it avail me to try? 
The Princess would never marry me, anyway. 

PRINCESS: Come forward, fellow. Your modesty 1s 


quite refreshing. 
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MASTER TAILOR: I have not the skill, madam. Indeed 
I have not! 

[PRINCESS argues with MASTER TAILOR in pantomime, 
while the others shrug their shoulders, frown, or tap 
their feet with impatience, yawn, laugh, etc., while 
FIDDLER and SLAVE have ensuing dialogue. | 

FIDDLER: Now is our time, Slave. I command you to 
throw all this company into a deep sleep. 

SLAVE: Very well, master. You have but to play a tune 
on your fiddle, and they shall sleep until you order them 
to awake. 

[FIDDLER plays “Rockabye Baby” or Brahms’ “Guten 
Abend” or Schumann’s “Slumber Song” or Grieg’s 
“Lullaby,” etc., etc. As he plays, SLAVE goes about 
making passes and mysterious motions, until the whole 
company 1s asleep in various characteristic attitudes. | 

FIDDLER: ‘To work! The Princess’s wedding dress. 
Quickly, now! But loop up only the one sleeve with 
pearls. 

SLAVE: Will you not vary your method, master? 

FIDDLER: Do you wish me to lock you up in the Troll’s 
den again? Do as I say! 

SLAVE [Bows. Goes to back of stage, and picks up the 
dress, which has been concealed behind a bit of drapery, a 
chair, or what-not.|: Here is the gown, master. 

FIDDLER [examining dress]: I am a man, but I cannot 
but admire so beautiful a garment. Indeed, you are a 
priceless slave! 

SLAVE: That is nothing, master, nothing. Why not let 
me give you a real proof of my skill? I can turn you into 
a dragon if you say the word. 
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FIDDLER: No, I thank you, not to-day. 

SLAVE: Or, at your lightest bidding, I can transport you 
to the loveliest gardens of the Orient, where beautiful prin- 
cesses shall be your willing slaves. 

FIDDLER: One Princess is enough, I thank you. And 
there [ pointing | she lies. 

SLAVE: Ah, you have no soul for adventure! 

FIDDLER: Wait until I am married to the princess. She 
will keep us so busy gratifying her wishes, that we shall 
have no time for adventures! 

SLAVE: Have you any other commands? 

FIDDLER: Yes. [Carries dress over to MASTER TAILOR 
and lays it in his lap.| Awaken them now, but keep us 
both still invisible. 

SLAVE: Your fiddle, master, your fiddle! Without it I 
can do nothing. 

FIDDLER: Nor I. Heaven bless it! 

[Starts to play “Hark! Hark the Lark!’ or “Phoebes 
Arise” orareveille. SLAVE OF THE FIDDLE goes around 
touching all, until they gradually awake. | 

MASTER TAILOR [ finding dress on his lap|: DoIdreame 
Or have I really made the gown the Princess ordered? 
Princess! 

PRINCESS [yawning and rubbing her eyes]: Yes. 

MASTER TAILOR: Princess, your gown is here, just as 
you ordered it! 

PRINCESS: Tailor, tailor, show it to me! [Examines 
the dress eagerly.| Yes, and it is all complete, excepting 
that only one sleeve is looped up with the pearls I ordered. 
Why? 

MASTER TAILOR: Lady, I know nothing of it. It seemed 
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to me that I fell fast asleep, and when I awoke the gown 
was here as you see it. 

TINKER: Fool! He spoils his own chances! 

PRINCESS: After all, you are an honest fellow. I like 
that. 

FIDDLER [to SLAVE]: This won’t do! I’l] not have her 
liking any fellows excepting myself. 

SLAVE: Hurrah! Now for a bit of action! 

FIDDLER: Come, you have made her her bridal dress. 

Now clothe me as befits a bridegroom. 

SLAVE: Come with me, master. None shall be finer 
than you. 

[Exit SLAVE OF THE FIDDLE and FIDDLER. | 

PRINCESS [rising]: Give heed, all of you! I swore that 
this should be my bridal dress, and now I go to array my- 
self as a bride. Make ready the feast, for to-day I choose 
my bridegroom! 

KING: At last! 

ACE wea talast! 

[Exit PRINCESS, gown over arm. There is a great bustle 
as she goes out. A long table is pulled forward, chairs 
placed, flowers strewn, etc. In the midst of the prep- 
aration— 

CURTAIN 


SCENE 5 


The stage 1s set ready for the PRINCESS’S wed- 
ding party. There is along table and everyone at 
his place. The entire cast 1s assembled, excepting 
the FIDDLER and his SLAVE. 


PEGE SALES ANS Peli) i 35 


KING: Good folks all, the great moment is at hand. 
The Princess is about to make up her mind. 
ALL: . Hurraht 
PRINCESS: Are we all here? 
Ali Yes, yes! 
PRINCESS: Then drink to the health of my bridegroom! 
SHOEMAKER: But who is he? 
PRINCESS: That you will know in good time. 
MASTER SHOEMAKER: Only tell me, do I remind you of 
him ever so little? 
PRINCESS: He has your skill, but he has not used it for 
sO many years. 
MASTER TAILOR: You liked my honesty—you said so. 
PRINCESS: Gentlemen, you have all helped me make my 
decision. But— 
- SHOEMAKER: Come, let us all kneel before her. When 
she sees us at her feet, she cannot resist at least one of us. 
TINKER: Yes. The suspense is awful. 
| A/] suitors arise from the table and kneel before the PRIN- 
CESS, one behind the other, all holding one hand on 
heart, the other outstretched to her. Enter the FIDDLER, 
very gayly dressed—a transformation easily effected 
by means of a cape, a hat with plumes, and jeweled 
orders and chains. In one hand he holds his fiddle, 
in the other his staff. | 
FIDDLER: I beg your pardon. I hope I am not inter- 
rupting? 
KING: On this great occasion all are welcome, sir. 
PRINCESS: This is my wedding feast, sir. 
FIDDLER: Indeed! And are you marrying all these gen- 
tlemen? 
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PRINCESS: No. I have not yet made my choice. 
ALL SUITORS [groaning]: Not yet! 
FIDDLER: Will you drink a glass of wine with me, lady? 

It may help you. 

PRINCESS: With all my heart. A glass of wine for our 
guest! 

[One of the Gossips runs forward with a glass of wine, 
which she presents to him. He takes it, and drops 
into tt the ring which the PRINCESS gave him in the 
TROLL’S den. | 

FIDDLER [tasting wine|: ‘To your speedy and happy 
decision, Princess! [He passes the glass to her. She drinks 
from it. | 

PRINCESS: Strange! Something seems knocking against 
my lips! [She finishes drinking the wine.| Aring! [She 
takes it out of the glass and holds it up.| My own ring, 
that I gave the Fiddler in the Troll’s den! 

SuiTors: The Fiddler! All is lost! 

[From their knees they drop to stupid sitting postures on 
the floor, resting back on their hands, legs outstretched, 
heads shaking, various expressions of chagrin and 
anger on their faces. | 

PRINCESS: My mind is made up at last. There [ poznt- 
ing to FIDDLER] is my sweetheart, and I will wed no other. 

SuIToRS [all arising together|: We shall see about that! 

FIDDLER: We shall. Rub-a-dub-dub! ([Razses his 
staff threatening]y. | 

PRINCESS: Not on our wedding day, dear one. Make 
them dance to a different tune. 

FIDDLER: Is that your latest wish, Princess? 

PRINCESS: My very latest. 


EER SOTARPP AN D PIED DEE 225 


FIDDLER: Very well then. So be it. 

[Draws fiddle from under his cloak, and starts playing. 
This ts a good opportunity to bring in the class, camp, 
or favorite air. The SLAVE OF THE FIDDLE appears. | 

SLAVE: Any orders, master? 
FIDDLER: Yes. A minister, at once! 

[Carefully clasping his fiddle in one hand and his staff in 

the other, he embraces the PRINCESS. ] 


CURTAIN 


HOW BOOTS BEFOOLED THE KING 


HOW BOOTS BEFOOLED TAG ac 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


King 

Queen 

[Oster 

First Suitor 

Second Suitor 

Herald 

Father 

Peter 

Paul 

Boots : 

Old (Crockery Uender 

Her Daughter 

Lord (Councilor 

His Daughter , 
(Councilors First Maidservant 
(Councilor s Second eMaidservant 
First Lady In Waiting 

Second Lady In Waiting 
Princess’ s Nurse 


Princess 


ACT I 
SCENE 1 


The throne room of the palace. KING and QUEEN 
on their thrones, with the JESTER at feet of KING. 
Throughout the play, the JESTER has barely a 
speaking part, but acts constantly—dancing, mim- 
icking, talking to his bauble, etc. 

KING: Well, my dear, this has been a quiet day, thank 
Heaven! Not a suitor here for the Princess. 

QUEEN [going to window]: Not so fast, husband! The 
road is crowded. At this very moment a young man is 
knocking at the door, and others are jostling him hard. 

KING: A plague on them! Will they leave me no peace? 

QUEEN: Now, now, dear, keep cool! I’m sure I can’t 
help it if she’s so attractive, although [simpering] in a way 
it 7s my fault. | 

KiNG: No, no, I won’t have you reproach yourself! 
It is my fault that she is so irresistible—all mine. 

QUEEN: No, my love, J insist on taking the blame. 

KING: Well, well, we'll try not to quarrel. [Flourish 
of trumpet. Enter HERALD. | 

HERALD: Your Majesty, the Prince of Thingumbobbia 
solicits an audience with you. 

KING: Show him in. 
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[ HERALD brings in FIRST SUITOR. ] 

First SuITOR: O King, I have come to pay court to 
your daughter. 

KING: Sing it again. 

FirsT SUITOR: I said, I have come to pay court to your 
daughter. There is none like her, so goes the rumor, 
throughout the length and breadth of the land. I would 
have her for my bride. 

QUEEN: And what have you done, to deserve such a 
treasurer 

FIRST SUITOR: The six-headed dragon have I slain, O 
King! 

KING: Proceed. 

FirsT SUITOR: Also, I possess the cap of invisibility 
and the magic ring. 

QUEEN: I implore you, King, do not listen to him! The 
house is already overrun with caps and rings, which are 
picturesque, but powerless. 

KING [ patting her hand reassuringly|: Fear not, little 
one. [Jo FIRST SUITOR.] You do not interest me, sir. I 
already have a patent dragon-killer, and, as the Queen says, 
in the way of invisible caps and magic rings our interior 
decorations are complete. 

FirsT SUITOR: But— 

KING: Good day, sir! 

FIRST SUITOR: Just allow me, sire— 

KING: Away with you! [JESTER ushers him out, mock- 
ingly. | 

QUEEN: I think you might be just a little bit gentler, 
dear. 

KING: Pah! Must they be treated like women? If 
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the Princess had been a man I’d have been saved all this 
trouble, anyhow. 

QUEEN: Are you again blaming me for that? Oh dear! 
oh dear! [Starts to weep. | 

KiNG: There, there, my dear, don’t take itso hard. You 
did your best I know. [Another knock.] Is that another 
suitor? [Enter HERALD. ] 

HERALD: The Duke of Woddyecallem to see Your Maj- 
esty. 

QUEEN [drying her eyes]: Show him in. 

[ HERALD ushers in SECOND SUITOR. | 

SECOND SUITOR: Good day, Your Majesty! 

KING [impatiently]: Well, well, well! 

SECOND SUITOR: I have come— 

KING: Yes, yes, be quick! 

SECOND SUITOR: To ask your permission— 

KING: Another one! Good Heaven! 

SECOND SUITOR: But do allow me to finish, Your Maj- 
esty! I only want leave to marry your lovely daughter. 

QUEEN: Only, sir, only/ You have a strange way of 
putting it! 

SECOND SUITOR: That is true, madam. But see what 
I have to offer her! 

Kinc: Well, what have you to offer her? 

SECOND SUITOR [drawing near, confidentially]: I havea 
magic horse which, if I but say Gurrumgorrroooo, will 
carry me wherever I wish. . 

QUEEN: I don’t like that. I want my son-in-law to be 
a home-loving man. 

Kinc: What else have your 
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SECOND SUITOR: I have a magic sword which kills all 
who fight against it. 

KING: That’s not a sporting proposition. I like to see 
a good scrap. What else have your 

SECOND SuIToR: I have a loaf of bread which never 
grows smaller. As soon as a pigce is bitten off, there is 
another in its: place. 

QUEEN: Send him away, Your Majesty, send him away! 
Our daughter is quite lazy enough already! Why shouldn’t 
she bake bread every day, I’d like to know? 

KING: Yes indeed! What else is the poor girl to do? 
Away with you, Duke Woddyecallum! 

_ SECOND SUITOR: But— 

KING: Away, I say! [DUKE kneels. JESTER drives him 
out. | 

QUEEN: Well, I’m glad that’s over. Magic loaf, in- 
deed! Why, the Princess would certainly do nothing. but 
loaf! Ha! Ha! 

KING: It’s all very well for you to joke and make bad 
puns, but I have no peace any more. These fellows will be 
the death of me. 

QUEEN: My poor kingy-wingy! 

KING: I tell you I am weary of it all! A pack of brag- 
garts and imposters! None of them can fool me/ 

JESTER: Would you have one who could fool you, sire? 
Why not try me? 

KING [gazes at him intently. Rises, strikes his forehead 
dramatically with his scepter|: Not so bad, fool, not so 
bad! [JESTER begins to hum “Wedding March,” walking 
to altar, etc. | 


QUEEN: My lege! Not that person? 
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KING: Nonsense! Have I not listened to his fooleries 
these many years, without being taken in by them? [JESTER 
collapses in mock despair.| Herald! Come hither! 

HERALD: I am hither, sire! 

KING: Proclaim far and wide that only the man who 
can befool the King shall win his daughter. Those who 
fail shall be soundly beaten! 

QUEEN: But, sire, have mercy! You, who are so pene- 
trating, so wise, who can fool you? 

KING: Proclaim it, Herald! Only the man who can 
befool the wisest King in the world may marry his daugh- 
ter! Those who fail shall be soundly beaten! 

QUEEN: Alas! Alas! She will die an old maid! 

KING: Be still, woman! Herald, proclaim! 

HERALD: Oyez! Oyez! Oyez! ‘His Gracious Majesty 
King Wiseacres proclaims that only the man who can befool 
him shall marry the lovely Princess! Those who fail shall 
be soundly beaten! [Walking to other side of stage.| 
Oyez! Oyez! Oyez! His Gracious Majesty King Wise- 
acres proclaims that only the man who can befool him shall 
marry the lovely Princess! ‘Those who fail shall be soundly 
beaten! [QUEEN falls at feet of KING, begging for mercy. | 


CURTAIN : 


viet O54 Bae Gl 
SCENE I 


FATHER, PETER, PAUL and BOOTS seated in their 
cottage, in front of a fireplace. PETER whittling, 
PAUL idle, BOOTS poking in ashes. FATHER smok- 


ing long pipe. 
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FATHER: Did you hear the King’s proclamation, boys? 

PETER: Aye, that we did! And we mean to have a try | 
for the Princess. 

FATHER: Go, by all means. It would be fine to have 
a princess in the family. 

PETER: I try first, for I am the oldest. 

PAUL: And if he fails, I shall try my luck. 

FATHER: Yes, indeed! For one of you two must surely 
be able to befool the King, fine fellows that you are. 

Boots: And if they fail, how about me? 

PETER: Your You? But that is too droll! A stupid 
fellow like you! 

PAUL: You, who do naught all day but poke in the 
ashes! 

Boots: That’s as it may be. If you fail, may I not have 
my turne 

FATHER: Jf they fail! Ha! Ha! That’s a safe promise] 
Do you think you can succeed where they fail? 

Boots: But I may try? 

FATHER: Yes, you may try. And now hurry, get your 
brothers ready. 

PETER: Hand me my plumed cap, stupid! Do you 
think I go courting bareheaded? 

PAUL: Don’t you see I am waiting for my staff, idiot? 
And a handkerchief to dust off my shoes. Am I to appear 
before the Princess with dirty shoes? 

Boots [bustling about as required]: Yes, yes, dear 
brothers. Go, and good luck to you! 

FATHER: Good luck! Good luck! 

PETER: And you shall have your chance, Boots, if we 
fail! 
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PAUL: Yes, if we fail! Ha! Ha! 
BoTH: Ha! Ha! [Go out laughing, BOOTS and FATHER 
waving good-by. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 2 


Same as Act I. KING, QUEEN and JESTER in 
throne room. Enter HERALD. 

HERALD: A suitor for the Princess, Your Majesty. 

KING: Does he look promising? 

HERALD: I cannot tell, Your Majesty. His name is 
Peter. 

QUEEN: Peter! Peter! Rhymes with wife-beater. The 
sound of it likes me not! ; 

KING: It sounds healthy to me. Show the fellow in! 

HERALD [announcing|: Master Peter! 

[ Enter PETER. | 

PETER: Good day, Your Majesty. I have come to fool 
you. 

KING: Thanks for the hint. 

PETER: Of course, it isn’t April Fool day, Your Maj- 
esty. You will pardon the liberty I take. You proclaimed 
it yourself. 

KING: What an idiot! And you think you can fool me/. 

PETER: Yes, yes, Your Majesty. I know I can. Only 
look outside in the courtyard. 

KiNG: Yes. 

PETER: Do you not see? There are three black geese 
there. Ha! Ha! Ha! Three black geese, I said! 
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KiNG: I see only one goose right in this room, and in 
a moment he will be not only black, but black and blue. 
Off with you! [JESTER beats him out of the room with a 
small switch. | 

KING: Well, that’s one, so far. Fool me indeed! Me/ 

HERALD: Another suitor for the Princess, Your High- 
ness. 

KING: What is his name? 

HERALD: It is Paul, Your Majesty. 

KING: Paul? Rhymes with fall. He’d better not come 
in. 

QUEEN: Ah, give him a chance, Your Majesty. Sup- 
pose my father had treated you that way! 

KING: True, true. Show him in. 

HERALD [ushering in PAUL]: Enter, Paul. 

PAUL: Good morrow, Your Majesty. 

KING: Well, sirrahe 

PAUL: My brother has just left here. A clumsy lout. 

Kinc: Ah, your brother? Same family? [JESTER 
starts testing his switch. | 

PAUL: He thought he could fool you. Now I am not 
so vain. 

KING: No? 

PAUL: No. Of course I want to marry the Princess, 
and that is why I’m here. 

KING: Yes? [QUEEN yawns. | 

PAUL: Yes, I know I can’t fool you. But look—only 
look out of the window, sire! 

KING: Your brother wanted me to look in the ee 

PAUL: No, the window! The window! 

KING: What for? 
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PAUL: Do you not see? There is a crow sitting in that 
tree, and he has three white stripes on his back. Ha! Ha! 
I fooled you that time! 

KING: A crow with three white stripes, did you say? 

PAUL: Yes, yes, three white stripes. 

KING: Well, I see a donkey in here who will soon have 
more stripes than three on his back. Take that, and that, 
and that! [JESTER administers punishment with zest. | 

PAUL: Ow! Ow! Ow! 

KING: And that! 

[ JESTER gives final touch as PAUL runs from room. KING 
drops exhausted in his throne. QUEEN fans him. JES- 
TER lovingly fingers switch. | 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 3 


A quiet street near the palace. In one corner isa 
booth behind which stands the old CROCKERY 
VENDER and her DAUGHTER. China, pots, and 
pans, etc., in booth. 

CROCKERY VENDER: Business has been very bad to-day. 

DAUGHTER: Yes indeed! No one seems to want china 
dishes. Why don’t you sell ribbons and laces? 

CROCKERY VENDER: You think of nothing but vanity. 
Ribbons and laces indeed! And how would you eat were 
it not for cups and dishes? 

DAUGHTER: I would rather wear pretty things than eat 


——— 
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any day. Then perhaps a king’s son would see me and 
love me. 

CROCKERY VENDER: King’s son, indeed! [BOOTS comes 
strolling along in his old ragged clothes.| Here comes 
one who is more for the likes of you! 

DAUGHTER: What! That shabby fellow! 

CROCKERY VENDER: Who knows? Clothes are not 
everything. 

Boots [approaching|: Good morrow, mother. 

DAUGHTER: Mother, indeed! Not so fast, young man! 

CROCKERY VENDER: Will you be quiet, foolish girl? 

Boots: That was only in jest, young lady, I assure you. 

DAUGHTER: I should hope so! Presumptuous puppy! 

CROCKERY VENDER: Will you be wanting any pots or 
crocks, sir? I have the very finest. 

Boots: How much will you take for the whole lot? 

CROCKERY VENDER: The whole lot? 

DAUGHTER: He ismad! Name a high price! 

CROCKERY VENDER: Three shillings, young sir. Nota 
penny less. 

DAUGHTER: Three shillings! Not a penny less! 

Boots: Very well. But you must do exactly as I say. 

CROCKERY VENDER: Oh yes, sir, yes sir, anything! 

Boots: Come here and I will tell you. 

DAUGHTER: ‘Take his money first. 

Boots: Done! Here it is, dame. [Counting.] One, 
two, three. But your daughter may not share our secret. 

DAUGHTER: ’Tis little I care. 

I’m off to the Fair, 
To buy me fine laces and bows for my hair. 
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Good-by, good-by! [Exit DAUGHTER, 
dancing off.| 
Boots [to CROCKERY VENDER]: Will you do exactly as 
I say? . 
CROCKERY VENDER: Yes, yes! [BOOTS whispers to old 
CROCKERY VENDER. | 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 4 


Same as Scene 3. Old CROCKERY VENDER with 
her wares at extreme end of stage as BOOTS enters 
from other end, waving away an imaginary 
crowd. 
Boots: No, I will not! I will not do it, I say! Stop 
pestering me! Go away! I will not/ 
KING [entering with QUEEN]: Who is this, making 
such an uproar near my palace? 
Boots: Sorry, Your Majesty, but I am trying to run 
away from all the people who are pestering me. 
KING: Why should they pester your 
Boots: They all want to buy my cap, and I don’t want 
to sell it. 
KING: But why should anyone want to buy such a cap as 
that? 
Boots: Because it is a fooling cap, the only one in all 
the world. 
Kinc: A fooling cap? I should like to see you fool 
some one with it. [Looking around in search of some one. | 
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Could you fool that old body yonder, with the pots and 
crocks? 

Boots: Oh yes, that is easily done. How do you want 
me to fool her? 

Kinc: Make her break all her pots and pans. 

QUEEN: Your Majesty! The poor old soul! 

KING: Tush, madam! ’tis but a jest! A fooling cap in- 
deed! 

Boots: I assure Your Majesty I have but to blow in the 
cap and it will obey my every command. 

KING: Blow away, then! 

Boots [takes off his cap very elaborately and carefully, 
making many passes with it. Then he blows into it, sol- 
emnly, and as he finishes, calls out|: Now break pots! 
Break pots! 

[Old CROCKERY VENDER immediately jumps up and begins 
breaking one pot after another. | 

KING: Upon my soul! 

QUEEN: You had best buy the cap from the fellow, or 
he will fool the Princess away from us for sure and certain! 

KING: Do you think I need you to tell me that? There 
is not a moment to be lost. Come, fellow, sell me the hat. 

Boots: No indeed! Sell my precious fooling cap? No, 
indeed ! 

KING: Come, come—if I give you a purse of gold? 

Boots: No, no! 

KING: Two purses of gold? 

Boots: No, no! My precious cap! 

Kinc: A whole bag of gold? 

Boots: We-e-ell, perhaps— 


AT 
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KING: Quick, Herald, a bag of gold! [HERALD brings 
a bag of gold. KING throws it to Boots. BOOTS gives cap 
to KING. KING takes cap and blows in it. To QUEEN as 
he puts the cap on and places his crown on Boots’s head. ] 
My dear, who is King now—this fellow or myself? 

QUEEN: Ah, no cap can fool me, sire. It is you [curt- 
sying | who are King. 

KING [hastily taking his crown again, and dusting it off]: 
H’m! It is but natural that my royalty should be so evi- 
dent. Still, 1am a bit disappointed. Let me think. [Re- 
flects.| What ho, Page! 

PAGE: Your Highness? 

KING: Fetch me a lemon, Page! [PAGE exits and re- 
turns at once with alemon.| Now taste it, Page. 

PAGE: Must I, Your Majesty? 

KING: By royal command. But wait! [He blows long 
and solemnly into his cap.| Now taste it. Is it not de- 
licious? 

PAGE [tastes lemon and makes wry face]: Your Maj- 
esty, it is sour as a lemon. 

KING [blowing into cap again|: ‘Take another taste, 
Page! 

PAGE [on his knees}: Mercy, Your Majesty! 

Kinc: Nonsense! You will find it so sweet it will posi- 
tively cloy! 

PAGE [tasting it again with reluctance and with still 
wryer face}: No more, Your Majesty, I implore! 

Kinc: What! Is it possible that J have been fooled? 

Boots: I fear so, my liege. And now, may I marry the 
Princess? 

Kinc: Not so fast, not so fast! To be sure, you fooled 
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me, but not enough. Still, I will give you another chance, 
for you are a Clever fellow. 

Boots: What is my taskP 

QUEEN: Perhaps I can give you an idea, my lord. 

KING: Let us hear it. 

QUEEN: There is the Lord High Councilor, who is, 
next to you, the wisest man in all the world. Could you 
fool hime 

Boots: It might be done. 

QUEEN: Very well, then. If you can fool the Lord 
High Councilor so as to bring him to the castle to-morrow 
morning against his will, the Princess is yours. 

Boots: I shall try, Your Majesty. 

KING: Remember, he is to come against his will. 

Boots: I shall remember, Your Royal Highness. 
[Exit KING, QUEEN and HERALD. BOOTS and old CROCK- 

ERY VENDER dance around joyously together. | 


CURTAIN 


ACT III 
SCENE 1 


A room in the LORD HIGH COUNCILOR’S house. 
COUNCILOR seated, DAUGHTER standing next to 
him. Enter FIRST SERVANT. 

FIRST SERVANT: Lord High Councilor! 

LorpD HIGH COUNCILOR: What is it? 
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FIRST SERVANT: Have you heard the news, Lord High 
Councilor? 

LorRD HIGH COUNCILOR: No. What is it? 

FIRST SERVANT: The King has said that if Boots can 
bring you to the castle against your will, he may marry 
the Princess. 

DAUGHTER: As though any one could do that, father! 
Are you not the wisest man in all the world? 

LORD HIGH COUNCILOR: So I’ve been told. 

DAUGHTER: And the cleverest? 

LorD HIGH CoUNCILoR: J think so. 

DAUGHTER: Well then! [Zo SERVANT.] Silly thing, 
how can he be brought to the castle against his will? 

FIRST SERVANT: But, mistress, it is not J who say so. 
Such is the King’s proclamation. 

DAUGHTER: Foolish girl! Do not let me hear any such 
nonsense! No one can fool my father! 

[ Enter SECOND SERVANT. | 

SECOND SERVANT: Master! Master! 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: What now? 

SECOND SERVANT: Master, there is something strange 
outside the door! 

DAUGHTER: Strange? What does it look like? 

SECOND SERVANT: It is a great meal sack, mistress, and 
somebody is lying in it. 

DAUGHTER: What nonsense! 

SECOND SERVANT: But I assure you it is true! And all 
this person says as he lies in the sack is “Sh! Sh! Sh!” 

Lorp HIGH COUNCILOR: Strange—very strange! I 
must go and see it! 

DAUGHTER: Do not go, father! There may be danger! 
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Lorp HIGH COUNCILOR: Very well, then you bring the 
sack in here. 

DAUGHTER: How wise you are, dearest father! [To 
SERVANTS.] Go then. Don’t stand gaping there! 

FirsT SERVANT: But suppose he does not wish to come? 

SECOND SERVANT: Yes, suppose there should be danger 
for us/ 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: Go at once, cowards that you 
are! 

[Exit SERVANTS, timidly. They return, dragging the meal 
sack, one at each end. In the sack lies BOOTS. They 
put the sack down between the COUNCILOR and his 
DAUGHTER. | 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: This is indeed strange! How 
came you here? 

Boots: Sh! Sh! Sh! 

DAUGHTER: What is your business here, strange fellow? 

Boots: Sh! Sh! I am not to be talked to now. This 
is a wisdom sack, and I am learning wisdom as fast as a 
drake can eat peas. 

Lorp HIGH COUNCILOR: What wisdom have you 
learned, for example? 

Boots: Well, I have learned that the clever fellow 
who fooled the King yesterday is coming with seventeen 
tall men to take you to the castle, whether you want to, or 
not. 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR [trembling]: And have you 
learned how I can get the better of this clever rogue? 

Boots: Oh yes, I have learned that easily enough. 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: Oh, wise man! If you will tell 
me, I will give you twenty pounds. 
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Boots: No, no! Wisdom is not bought as cheaply as 

that! : 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: One hundred pounds, then? 

Boots: That’t better. If you will give me one hundred 
pounds, you may get into the sack yourself and learn all 
the wisdom you want, and more besides. 

Lord HIGH COUNCILOR: Oh, thank you, learned man! 
Here are your one hundred pounds! 

Boots: Let me help you into the sack. 

[Helps him in. Gets him comfortably settled, very osten- 
tatiously, then suddenly puils the string and starts off 
for the palace. | 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR [calling and _ struggling]: 
Help! Help! Help! 

Boots: Call all you want, Lord Councilor! I have 
you safe in my bag and to the palace you go against your 
will. For I must and shall marry the Princess! 

[Exit Boots, dragging the COUNCILOR, in the sack, after 
him. DAUGHTER and MaAIDS stand with upratsed 
hands and open mouths, looking after them. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 2 


KING, QUEEN and JESTER in the throne room 
(same as ActI). Enter BOOTS, drawing after him 
the COUNCILOR, still kicking and struggling in the 
sack. 
Boots: Your Majesty, I have come to marry the Prin- 
cess. Here is the Councilor, and I think it is plain that 
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he is here against his will. [More kicks from the COUN- 
CILOR. | 

KinG: Yes, I think that is reasonably plain. 

Boots: Will you introduce me to the Princess, please? 

Kine: Ah, that is another matter. Royalty is not so 
hasty in these affairs. 

QUEEN: No, indeed, our daughter is not so easily won. 

KinG: Why, you do not even know her! And that 
gives me an idea! 

QUEEN: My clever, clever king! 

KiInG: ‘Thank you, my love. I deserve 10) but still 
thank you. 

Boots: Do you mean there is still another task for me? 

KING: Why, yes, I do! And this time it will not be 
so easily accomplished. 

Boots: Speak, I beg you! 

KING: If you will come to-morrow morning, you may 
have the Princess and welcome. But— 

Boors:. Yes, yesr 

Kinc: But you must pick her out from among her 
maidens, who will be dressed just as she is. 

QUEEN: Wonderful, Your Majesty, wonderful! The 
Princess is saved from this adventurer. He can never do it. 

Boots: I shall try, Your Royal Highness. But this time 
you will surely give me the Princess? 

KING: On my honor as a king, sir! 

Boots: Your hand on that, Your Royal Highness. 

KING: My hand, Mr. Boots! [They shake hands. | 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE 3 


QUEEN and NURSE sit surrounded by maidens, al] 
dressed exactly alike, in white capes (covering 
their previous costumes, if necessary), collars of 
ermine, and bandeaux of same. 

QUEEN: I declare, I am the Princess’s mother, and 
it is hard for me to tell which of them all she is! 

Nurs—E: Hush! Hush! At any moment the young man 
may come in. We must not give away the secret! 

QUEEN: You must be most careful, nurse. You know, as 
the Princess’s nurse, you are the most likely to say some- 
thing to her, or go over and pet her. 

Nurse: I? Indeed I would do no such thing! Would 
I? [Running over to PRINCESS and arranging her ban- 
deau.| MNNow would I, dear Princess? I wouldn't talk to 
you for all the world. 

First LAaby IN WAITING: What are you doing now, 
silly? Quick! The young man may be peeking even now. 

SECOND LADY IN WAITING: Yes, they say he is so clever 
he can see through a wall and hear through any door. 

Nourse: You be careful, my darling, if you marry a man 
like that! 

First LADY IN WAITING: Will you stop talking to her, 
nurse! I declare, you’re giving me the fidgets! Can’t we 
do something to while away the timer 

QUEEN: Why don’t you dance, ladies? The new steps 
that the dancing master taught you last week. 

SECOND LADY IN WAITING: Very well, madam. Take 
your places, everyone! 
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[Dance. Melody suggested, Edward German’s “Morris 
Dances, | 

NursE: See, here comes the King. And he has with 
him the Lord High Councilor and a strange man. [Turn- 
ing toward the Princess.] Oh, I do hope he is a nice young 
man, my darling! 

QUEEN: Will you be quiet, or must I send you from 
the roome 

KING [entering with BOOTS and COUNCILOR]: Here is 
the Princess, among these maidens. See if you can find her. 

Lorp HicgH COUNCILOR: Yes, see if you can find her, 
clever one! 

[ Boots takes from his pocket a box. He opens it, and out 
of it there jumps a mouse. A mechanical toy may be 
used for this purpose, or, failing that, a stuffed cotton 
mouse, on elastic bands to make it snap from its box, 
will suit the purpose. There is great confusion among 
the girls, who scream, run, and jump on chairs. One 
of them faints away in the middle of the stage. When 
the others see this they run to her, chafe her hands, fan 
her, bring her water, etc. | 

Boots [pointing to her as she rises}: That is the Prin- 
cess | 

KING: You are right, young man. I see there is no 
fooling you. Take her—she is yours! 
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HOW ONE TURNED HIS TROUBLE TO GOOD 
ACCOUNT 


ACT I 
SCENE 1 


A roadside with “Cross Roads” sign-post. A com- 
pany of soldiers, marching along to the tune of 
“The Wooden Soldiers,” or the march song from 
the “Covered Wagon” (composer, Hugo Risen- 
feld), which 1s particularly good, or any stirring 
or favorite march melody. The march ttself need 
not be as pronounced a parody as the original 
“Wooden Soldiers” march, but may afford an 
opportunity for an entire class or camp group 
to have some part in the play. It may be in 
the nature of a drill, or setting-up exercises 
in uniform, but there must be some marching 
at least toward the end, in order to give the 
idea of soldiers returning from the wars, and 
disbanding. The crudest instruments may be used 
to carry the tune, such as the kazoo, or the old re- 
liable comb wrapped in paper, or a harmonica. 
If possible the BRAVE SOLDIER plays this instru- 
ment himself, and announces his appearance 
throughout the play with a snatch of the melody 


Ist 
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selected, played gayly or sadly, according as his 
fortunes go at the time. If he himself 1s unable 
to play, the music must be played behind the 
scenes. It will add to the comic effect if he al- 
ways enters marching, in time to his music, cheeks 
puffed out and feet keeping exaggerated time. 
After the marching in this first scene, which may 
be prolonged as long as desired, all the soldiers 
but the BRAVE SOLDIER, HIs COMRADE, and the 
DRUMMER, exeunt. These three throw themselves 
down on the ground in different postures. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Well, gentlemen, the war is over! 

COMRADE: Over and done with. And now what are 
your plans? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, I am bound for home. 

DRUMMER: Lucky man, to have a home. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: ”Tis not my home, but my brother’s. 

DRUMMER: Have you announced your arrival? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: No, not I! I choose to take him by 
surprise and walk in upon him unannounced. 

DRUMMER: - H’m! What manner of man may your 
brother be? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: It is long since J have seen him, and I 
know little of him. He is rich, however, and his family 
wants for naught. 

DRUMMER: Do you imagine, then, that they will be 
wanting your 

BRAVE SOLDIER: And why should they not? Was I 
not the bravest soldier in the army? 

DRUMMER: A brave soldier in the army—that’s one 


oe 
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thing. But put him on the hearthstone, and all his brass 
buttons cannot make up for his empty pockets. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Empty pockets, indeed! I have here 
in my knapsack two farthings, I would have you know. 

DRUMMER: ‘Two farthings! Well, that is more than 
I have. All the same, in contrast with your brother’s gold 
bags, they may shrink in value. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: All is not a question of money between 
brothers, Drummer. 

DRUMMER: I hope you may be right, with all my 
heart! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Come and see for yourself! You shall 
see how courage is appreciated and how the bravest soldier 
is made much of in his own brother’s home. 

COMRADE: May I come, too? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Come along! I only wish there were 
more of us. We shall see what a welcome we get! 

DRUMMER: We shall see! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Forward march! [Plays upon his in- 
strument. Others follow. | 


CURTAIN 
SCENE 2 


A room in the RICH BROTHER’S house. In the rear 
are a fireplace, and a wood-box out of which 
TROUBLE gradually appears during the progress 
of this act. There 1s a table and a few chairs. The 
RICH BROTHER sits counting his money. There is 
a knock at the door. Hastily he puts the money 
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away in a box, locks the box and hides it. He runs 
to the door to open tt, then stops, and goes back to 
make sure the box 1s locked. Another knock. 

RICH BROTHER: One minute! [He goes again to where 
he has locked the money, and tries the lock. Then he hides 
the box again, in a different place.| Very well! Come in! 
[Enter the BRAVE SOLDIER, his COMRADE and the DRUM- 

MER. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER [his arms outstretched|: Brother! 

RICH BROTHER: What say your Brother? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Yes, itis I. No wonder you are aston- 
ished. I am back from the wars, and it is to you I come 
first of all. 

RICH BROTHER: Honored, I’m sure. And who are 
these? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: My brothers in arms, I am proud to 
say. Allow me—the finest drummer and the noblest com- 
rade. [RICH BROTHER accepts the introduction churl- 
ishly. | 

DRUMMER: Do not be alarmed, my dear sir. Though 
we are his brothers in a manner of speaking, yet we are 
no kin of yours. 

RICH BROTHER: Ah, I see! You can choose your broth- 
ers, but I cannot choose mine? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Well said, well said! Here is one can 
give you jest for jest! 

RICH BROTHER: Jest, say your The wars must have 
turned your head. I see no jest when a pewter penny 
turns up again. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Tut! Tut! Am I the pewter penny? 

RICH BROTHER: Who else? 
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BRAVE SOLDIER: <A pretty way to welcome home a 
brother! 

RICH BROTHER: A pretty way to come upon a brother, 
without so much as a by-your-leave. And bringing your 
friends, too, as if I kept a lodging house! 

COMRADE: Oh, as to his friends, do not trouble about 
them, sir! Remember they are his friends and not yours! 

DRUMMER: Well said, comrade! Come, let us take 
our leave. We will not interrupt this happy reunion. 

COMRADE: Good-by, old comrade. They say blood is 
thicker than water, but should you need a draught of good 
clear water, call on me. 

DRUMMER: Good-by, old friend. I am truly sorry I 
prophesied aright. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: So be it then, comrade. We shall meet 
again, for I shall not stay here long. 

RICH BROTHER: No, I do not think you will. 

DRUMMER: Why not come with us? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, he may be different when we are 
alone together. Perhaps the surprise was too much for 
him. 

COMRADE: I am sure I hope you are right. Good-by 
and good luck! 

DRUMMER: Good-by and good luck! [Exeunt DRUM- 
MER and COMRADE. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER: So! My friends are gone now, and you 
need feel no constraint with me, brother. 

RICH BROTHER: Indeed! Would you dictate to me in 
my own house just how I ought to feelr 

BRAVE SOLDIER: It would do you no harm, I am think- 
ing. However, all I want is just a crust of bread and a 
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chance to rest the soles of my feet back of the stove for a 

little. 

RICH BROTHER: Well, you are not bashful, and that 
is one sure thing. Come with me! 

[Leads the way across the room. As he does so, TROUBLE 
pops his head out of the wood-box and watches. 
BRAVE SOLDIER follows RICH BROTHER and stumbles 
over the table, upsetting the pitcher on it and breaking 
it. | 

RICH BROTHER: You clumsy, stupid lout! What place 
have you in a decent man’s homer? You are fit only to 
handle swords and dead men. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I am sorry, brother. Here—here is 
a farthing to pay for the damage. It is half of what I 
possess. 

RICH BROTHER: A farthing! The pitcher was worth 
far more than that! However, I shall accept it, if only 
to teach you a lesson. [TROUBLE goes back into his box 
again. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER [sarcastically|: Oh, thank you, dear 
brother! [Taking out his pipe.| I would like to smoke a 
pipe with you before we part. 

RICH BROTHER: Wait! I will not have the smell of 
your vile army tobacco in my rooms. My own is far too 
fine for the like of you, but you shall have a pipeful for 
once. 

[BRAVE SOLDIER holds out pipe. BROTHER fetches a to- 
bacco jar and proceeds to fill the pipe bowl. Just 
as he is in the midst of doing so the SOLDIER gives a 
loud and violent sneeze, and the tobacco 1s scattered 
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all about the floor. TROUBLE pops his head and shoul- 
ders out of the wood-box. | 
RICH BROTHER: Idiot! Fool! Out of my house at 
once, before I make this broom rattle about your ears! 
BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, as to that, brother, I could do a bit 
of broom rattling myself. 
RICH BROTHER: Silence! Never do you go anywhere 
but you bring trouble with you! Away at once! 
BRAVE SOLDIER: With pleasure, brother! And during 
my absence may you learn the laws of decent hospitality! 
RICH BROTHER: Begone! [I shall waste no words with 
you! Begone, I say! [Threatens him with a broom. Sud- 
denly the BRAVE SOLDIER snatches the broom from him 
and shakes it threateningly. RICH BROTHER cowers. SOL- 
DIER throws down broom contemptuously, and exits, singing, 
to the tune of “Good-Night, Ladies,” “‘Good-by, brother, 
I’m going to leave you now.” ‘TROUBLE steps out of the 
wood-box and goes with him. | 


CURTAIN 
7. Od bell 
SCENE 3 


Same as Scene I, on the road. Enter BRAVE SOL- 
DIER, still singing “Good-by, brother.” Behind 
him walks TROUBLE, singing along with him, in 
alto, if possible. 
BRAVE SOLDIER [standing still]: Halloa! Who is there? 
TROUBLE: Oh, it is only your old friend, Trouble. 
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BRAVE SOLDIER: And what are you doing, Trouble? 

TROUBLE: Jogging along with you, to be sure. We have 
been friends and comrades this many a bright day. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Indeed! How soe 

TROUBLE: Have you ever been anywhere that Trouble 
has not gone along with you? And should I desert you 
now, as your brother has done, for instance? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Why not? Do not let me detain you. 
Go about your business, Trouble. 

TROUBLE: No, no, no! Trouble is always with you and 
Trouble will stay with you. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: ‘That is all very well, Trouble, but there 
must be an end of this business sometime. Come! Yonder 
[pointing to crossroads sign-post| is one road, and yonder 
is another. Let us each take one. 

TROUBLE: Indeed no! I stay right with you. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: See here, I am a soldier and a plain 
man, and I say what I think. Without meaning to hurt 
your feelings more than necessary, I tell you I want no 
Trouble for a daily companion. 

TROUBLE: Useless! Useless! I will never leave you. 
You and I have been comrades too long.. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Very well. We shall see about that. 

TROUBLE: What do you propose to do about it? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Dor I shall go to the King and lay 
the case before him. 

TROUBLE: Much good may it do you! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Indeed! Things have come to a pretty 
pass if one cannot even choose one’s companions in this 
broad world, but must, willy-nilly, have Trouble always 
jogging at one’s heels! 
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TROUBLE: To the King, then! We shall see if the King 
can part you from Trouble! 

[They exit, and the curtain falls and rises several times, 
showing the BRAVE SOLDIER trying to escape from 
TROUBLE by hiding, dodging, fighting, racing, etc. 
Each time ‘TROUBLE succeeds in getting the better of 
the soldier, and at last there 1s the final curtain. | 


CURTAIN 
ATE. 
SCENE 1 


A room in the KING’S palace. KING seated on 
throne, with his court about him, consisting of the 
ARCHBISHOP, COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF, ADMIRAL, 
TREASURER, and as many supers as may wish an 
excuse to appear upon the stage. Enter BRAVE 
SOLDIER and ‘TROUBLE. BRAVE SOLDIER 1s playing 
dejectedly and marching: sadly. 
KinG: Well! And what may be the trouble now? 
BRAVE SOLDIER: ‘Trouble! I should say so! I cannot 
get rid of the fellow at all! 
KING: How so? 
BRAVE SOLDIER: Sire, I assure you this same Trouble 
tramps at my heels wherever I go. 
KING [to TROUBLE]: Is that true? 
TROUBLE: It is indeed, Sire. Never have I left him. 
BRAVE SOLDIER: And I ask for justice, Sire. Has a body 
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no right to choose his own comrades? Must this fellow 
follow me, willy-nilly? 

Kine: It would seem not. And yet—have you tried 
to rid yourself of hime 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Indeed I have done my best. 

KinG: It is a difficult question. Perhaps my councilors 
could help me in this matter. What say you, Lord Arch- 
bishop? 

ARCHBISHOP: It is indeed a knotty question, Sire. Have 
you prayed for heavenly guidance, Soldier? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Your Reverence, I have kneeled so 
often that I have worn my hose threadbare. And when I 
arise from my knees, there is Trouble waiting for me, as 
always. 

KING: Come, Commander-in-chief of our army! Per- 
haps you can help me. 

COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF: Of course, Your Majesty! 
This man is a soldier and a man of action. Let him grapple 
with this fellow Trouble—show him he does not fear him. 
He will soon slink away. 

BRAVE SOLDIER [eagerly]: Try it yourself, Captain! 
That was my first idea, but it did no good. Perhaps you 
will be more successful. 

COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF: Why should I meddle in your 
affairse JI am acting only in an advisory capacity at pres- 
ent. 

ARCHBISHOP: You are sacrilegious, sir! You with your 
violent methods—do you dare contradict me? 

KING: Lord Treasurer, have you nothing to suggest? 

TREASURER: What is the use of getting so excited, Lord 
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Archbishop? Pay the fellow off, Soldier. Money will do 
anything. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Alas! I have but one farthing in the 
world, but I will try. [Zo TROUBLE.] Here, will this rid 
me of your [Offers money to TROUBLE. | 

TROUBLE: Money has sometimes brought trouble, but 
it cannot rid you of me! Why be so foolish? I am not 
such a bad fellow. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I am sick to death of you. Cannot you 
help me, Lord Councilor? 

LORD HIGH COUNCILOR: He seems a reasonable fellow 
enough. Why not take him into your confidence? Perhaps 
he will listen to suggestions and plans. 

KiNG: I have thought of that, myself, and it does not 
work out. There remains only you, Lord Admiral of the 
Navy. Can you give me an idea? 

ADMIRAL: Indeed yes, Sire! I advise the soldier to 
go to sea as the solution for his problem. Let him drown 
Trouble and there will be an end to it. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: If you only knew how hard I had tried! 
He seems always to bob up again. 

ARCHBISHOP: But this is impossible, Sire! What is 
to become of the kingdom? When prayer is set at naught 
by violence and bribery— . 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: Nonsense! Logic and reason- 
ing are the order of the day! 

COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF: Absurd! Where would you 
all be without your army? 

ADMIRAL: And your navy? 

TREASURER: I say it is only economic treatment that will 


save the day! 
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[They gather in a group and say these sentences all together 
over and over again, growing more and more excited. 
Finally they begin to fight with one another, the KING, 
the SOLDIER, every one except TROUBLE, who has 
caused it all, and stands quietly by watching. Enter 
the PRINCESS. | 

PRINCESS [Going from one to another and finally qutet- 
ing them]: Come, now, tell me what it is all about! 

KING: You see, daughter, it was this way— 

PRINCESS: Here, let me put your crown straight! 

KING: This soldier whom you see— 

PRINCESS: And you have lost your spectacles! What 

a mess you are in! 

KING: Are you, or are you not, interested in this quar- 
rel? 

PRINCESS: Yes, of course, only I want you to get your 
breath first. : 

KING: Well, then, this soldier whom you see here has 
come to us to get rid of Trouble. And see now, he has 
done nothing but bring it with him! 

PRINCESS: That is not his fault, poor fellow! 

KING: Indeed! Perhaps you think you could help 
where we have all failed? 

PRINCESS: It has been known, Sire. I'll wager the man 
is not married. 

KiNG: Are you married, fellow? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Indeed, no, Sire! | 

PRINCESS: Perhaps if you were married, Trouble might 
leave you! 

BRAVE SOLDIER [ardently]: Do you really think s0, 

Princess? 
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PRINCESS: At least you have never tried that, have you? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: No, Your Royal Highness. 

KING: You forward hussy! I should like to know what 
you mean by interfering in affairs of state! | 

PRINCESS: I am only trying to help, Sire! 

KING: Trying, indeed, where the wisest heads in the 
kingdoms have failed! You shall be punished! 

PRINCESS: But, Sire— 

KING: Silence! Woman’s place is in the home, and it 
is high time you had one of your own! | 

PRINCEsS: I am sorry I have displeased you, my lord. | 

KING: Displeased me! You have insulted me! Is it 
our fault that we never thought of such a solution? Asa 
punishment you shall marry the soldier yourself! 

PRINCESS: Sire! Have mercy! 

KING: Yes, ‘you shall marry him, and we will see 
whether Trouble will leave him! 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: May I add a suggestion, Siree 

KING: By all means. | 

LorD HIGH COUNCILOR: Do not keep them in the king- 
dom, Your Majesty. They are a menace to us all. 

AGL biear! \licat! 

LorD HiGH COUNCILOR: Banish them, Your Majesty! 
Send them far, far away! 

mia tier) iicarl 

Kinc: A good thought, Councilor! You two shall be 
married at once, and afterward banished to the uttermost 
ends of the earth! Archbishop, are you ready to perform 
the ceremony? 

ARCHBISHOP: If you so command, Your Royal High- 


ness. 
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Kinc: I do so command. Come here, fellow! [SoL- 
DIER approaches.| And you, you saucy wench! [PRINCESS 
comes forward, weeping; but when she looks up at the 
BRAVE SOLDIER, who pats her hand reassuringly, she dries 
her eyes and smiles.| Archbishop, proceed! 

ARCHBISHOP: I now join in the holy bonds of matri- 
mony— 


TABLEAU 
CURTAIN 

ACT Tit 
SCENE | 


A wild place in the woods. As the curtain rises, 
the PRINCESS comes staggering in, with the SOL- 
DIER helping her. ‘TROUBLE dogs their footsteps, 
directly behind them, but as yet they do not see 
him. 
PRINCESS: Oh, dear husband, I am too weary to go 
any further! 
BRAVE SOLDIER: Then rest here, my love. Why hurry? 
We have all the time there is. 
PRINCESS: Yes, despite my weariness and hardships, I 
do not miss court comforts at all. I love this gypsy life. 
BRAVE SOLDIER: My dearest one! Who would have 
thought this strange adventure would have resulted so 
happily? 
PRINCESS: Who, indeed, but myself? 
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BRAVE SOLDIER: That is true, you little witch! It is 
all your doing. 

PRINCESS: And do you observe that since our wedding 
we have seen nothing of Trouble? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Hush! Do not mention his name! I 
cannot believe he is really gone. 

PRINCESS: And suppose he is not? Are we not to- 
gether, and can we not face him without fear? . 

TROUBLE [stepping forward]: Spoken like a brave 
Princess, madam. And here I am! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: What! Back again! 

TROUBLE: Back again and at your service. 

PRINCESS: A fig for you! With my brave husband at 
my side, I tell you I do not fear you or anyone! 

TROUBLE: We shall see, madam. 

[There is a loud noise of stamping and tramping as the 
three GIANTS approach, walking with their heavy 
clubs. | 

PRINCESS: Heavens! What can that ber 

BRAVE SOLDIER [shading eyes and looking into the dis- 
tance|: Keep your head, my love, your dear little head! 
And hear what I tell you with your own royal fortitude. 

PRINCESS: Yes, yes! Tell me quick! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: There are three huge giants approach- 
ing—great, tremendous fellows. I have no more chance 
with them than a lump of butter in an oven. 

PRINCESS: Tut! Tut! I have met giants before. And 
besides, ill luck always comes before good luck, and rain 
before the little flowers. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Bless your innocent heart! Steady now 
—here they come! 
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[Enter the GIANTS. ] 

First GIANT: Aha! What have we here? 

SECOND GIANT [seizing soldier]: Know you not a man 
when you see one? But ’tis little wonder—it is so long 
since they have visited this country. [Feeling and pinching 
BRAVE SOLDIER.] And Heavens! What a tough meal he 
will make! 

THIRD GIANT [approaching PRINCESS]: This one looks 
more appetizing to me. [Starts to pinch her.| Um-m- 
m-m! A juicy morsel! 

PRINCESS: Hands off, fellow! 

First GIANT: Aha! A highly spiced morsel as well as 
a tender one. I congratulate you, brother! 

PRINCESS: Not so fast, villain! I am a Princess, and 
when my father the King hears of this outrage, you shall 
suffer for it! 

SECOND GIANT: Let the King come, and his courtiers, | 
too. What a delicious stew they will make! 

THIRD GIANT: I think we are overhasty, brothers. The 
girl has spirit, and probably ability. I shall make her my 
wife and not my dinner. 

PRINCESS: Never! There stands my husband, my own 
dear one. 

First GIANT: Oh, do not let that trouble you, my dear. 
You shall soon be an eligible widow! 

PRINCESS: You brute! 

SECOND GIANT [fo THIRD GIANT]: I think you are 
making a wise decision, brother. She’s a bit too peppery 
for a really nourishing meal. 

FirsT GIANT: Do you think you can handle her as your 
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wife, now? Hadn’t you best hand her over to me? After 
all, I am the eldest. 

THIRD GIANT: And the greediest. 

First GIANT: Take that back! 

THIRD GIANT: Never! 

SECOND GIANT: You are right. And this time he gets 
nothing, for the man goes to me and the girl to you! 

First GIANT: We shall see about that! 

SECOND GIANT: Very well; then come on! 

THIRD GIANT: Let us see if you can fight as well as you 
can grab, greedy one! 

[All three fightin a terrible fight. At last the FIRST GIANT 
is killed. | 

SECOND GIANT: Now that he is out of the way, let us 
change prisoners, brother. Do you take the soldier and 
let me marry the girl. 

THIRD GIANT: I thought you considered her too pep- 
pery. 

SECOND GIANT: For a meal, yes. But as a wife—that I 
would like to find out for myself. 

THIRD GIANT: Indeed! Well, I have no intention of 
allowing you to do so. 

SECOND GIANT: I tell you I will have her! 

THIRD GIANT: And I tell you you shall not! 

SECOND GIANT: I shall! 

THIRD GIANT: Very well. There is only one way to 
settle this matter. 

[Both start a fight, just as terrific as the one before. In 
the end both are killed and lie outstretched next to 
their greedy brother. | 

PRINCESS: Are they dead? 
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TROUBLE: As dead as red herring in a box, Princess! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Indeed they are, my love! And now 
we have nothing more to fear. 

TROUBLE: And who did all this for your Who, I ask 
your 

BRAVE SOLDIER: There is no denying it—you did. 

TROUBLE: Exactly! And, if you will be patient, I am 
going to do still more for you. 

PRINCESS: Beware, soldier, beware! 

TROUBLE: I tell you, comrade, that I am truly a good 
friend of yours and love you as though you were my born 
brother. 

PRINCESS: Oh, my dearest, have a care! My heart mis- 
gives me for the first time! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: We can at least listen to what he has 
to say! Go on, Trouble—how can you help me? 

TROUBLE: Over yonder in the field is a great rock in 
which the giants have hidden stacks and stacks of money. 
Help me roll it away and the treasure is yours. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: In a great rock, do you say? 

TROUBLE: Yes. They have hollowed out the rock, and 
closed up the entrance with a stone, so that no one would 
ever know. 

PRINCESS: Riches bring care, dear husband. We are 
so happy now. Why burden ourselves? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Nonsense! Besides [taking her aside 
and whispering| I have a plan. I don’t know whether it 
will work out, but it is a pretty plan. 

TROUBLE: What are you two whispering about? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I am only trying to reassure her. No 
wonder she is nervous, poor thing! 
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PRINCESS: Yes, it seems to me I can still hear those 
giants fighting. Ugh! Take away the ugly creatures! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Come, Trouble, help me carry them 
away. 

[He and TROUBLE start taking out the giants. As they are 
carrying out the second one, the SOLDIER runs back a 
moment and whispers to the PRINCESS again. PRIN- 
CESS clasps her hands and dances up and down. | 

PRINCESS: Wonderful! Wonderful! 

TROUBLE [turning]: What is wonderful? 

PRINCESS: The prospect of a little ease, now, after all 
our wanderings. 

TROUBLE: So, you have changed your mind about the 
treasure? 

PRINCESS: Yes, I have changed my mind. Hurry! 
Take out that giant. Don’t leave me alone with the hideous 
thing! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Yes, we will hurry, darling. 

PRINCESS: And you will be back soon with the treasure? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Very soon, I promise you. [ Exit, pull- 
ing the last giant along. | 

PRINCESS [waving handkerchief|: Good-by! Good-by! 


CURTAIN 


ACT III 
SCENE 2 
Another part of the field. At the center back 1s a 


very large stone, which may be made of a wooden 
framework, covered with gray paper muslin. In 
its center a circular piece 1s fitted, on the same 
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principle as a trap-door and ring. It 1s large 
enough for the opening, when the top is removed, 
to admit the BRAVE SOLDIER’S body. The opening 
must also be placed a little higher than his waist 
line, so that he can jump in and out easily. Enter 
TROUBLE and BRAVE SOLDIER. BRAVE SOLDIER 1s 
again playing his instrument. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Is this the place? 

TROUBLE: I think so. Ah yes, there is the rock! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: What a strange-looking stone! 

TROUBLE: Yes—and, as you shall see, it is even stranger 
than it looks. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Hadn’t we best make sure there is no 
one else about? 

TROUBLE: A good idea, friend, although I hardly think 
there is much danger. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Come, do you go this way, and I that, 
so as to make quite sure. 

[Both walk, searching, on opposite sides of the stage. They 
meet center, in front of the rock, melodramatically. | 

TROUBLE: Did you find anyone? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Nota soul. 

TROUBLE: Come, then, I will teach you the secret of 
the dead giants! You see this place on the rock, here, a 
bit rougher than the rest. Put your hand there! [BRAVE 
SOLDIER puts his hand there.| Do you feel anything? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Yes, I feel an iron ring. 

TROUBLE: Good! Put your finger in the ring and pull, 
hard. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER [pulls. The circular piece comes off, 
disclosing the hole|: Upon my word. 
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TROUBLE: Now look in, and tell me what you see. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I see— But no, it does not seem pos- 
sible. 

TROUBLE: Tell me! Tell me! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I see bags and bags of bright and shin- 
ing gold. I can tell it is gold by the holes in the bags here 
and there. 

TROUBLE: Well, help yourself! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Do you mean that, truly? 

TROUBLE: Of course I do! Did I not tell you I am 
your good friend, and love you as though you were my born 
brother? Goin. The gold is yours! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I need no second invitation. 

[Puts hands on entrance to rock, and vaults into hole. When 
he gets in, he passes out the bags to TROUBLE, in time 
to his music, which he 1s loudly humming, or which 
is being played behind the scenes. When there ts a 
pile of bags on the ground in front of ‘TROUBLE, BRAVE 
SOLDIER suddenly stops singing and gives a loud cry.] 

TROUBLE: What is it? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, help me out! Help me out! I 
have hurt my back lifting the gold. 

TROUBLE: Surely it is nothing. Come out and let me 
rub it for you! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: All right. Give me a hand. There’s 
a good fellow! 

TROUBLE: Certainly. Here. Put your hand on my 
shoulder! 

[TROUBLE helps BRAVE SOLDIER out of the rock. SOLDIER 
sits down on bags, moaning and groaning. ‘TROUBLE 
rubs his back sympathetically. | 


172 WONDER CLOCK Pia, 


BRAVE SOLDIER: You are a good fellow after all, Trou- 
ble! 

TROUBLE: Ah, I have myself said so many a time. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: But there is still one thing bothering 
me. 

TROUBLE: And what might that ber 

BRAVE SOLDIER: In the rock there is another bag of gold. 

TROUBLE: Well? 

BRAVE SOLDIER: I do not wish to risk hurting my back 
again. It is still tender. And still less do I wish to leave 
the gold there. 

TROUBLE: Is that all? I myself will go and fetch it 
for you. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Are you sure it will not be too much 
trouble? 

TROUBLE: That is a strange question to ask of me/ Have 
you forgotten who I amp 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, I beg your pardon, dear Trouble. 

TROUBLE: No apology necessary. Here I go. 

[Climbs into hole. As soon as he is in, BRAVE SOLDIER 
jumps up, takes the piece which has closed up the 
rock, and fits it into place. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Good-by, Trouble! I fancy you won’t 
get out of there in a hurry! 

TROUBLE [from within]: Let me out! Let me out, I 
say! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Not I! You may call as much as you 
like, but, please Heaven, I shall never hear you again! 
[Calling.| Princess! Oh, Princess! 

PRINCESS [from behind scenes]: Soldier husband! Is 
all well? | 
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BRAVE SOLDIER: So well that I dare not believe it! Come 
along quickly! 

[Enter PRINCESS, running. | 

PRINCESS: And so you managed it! Wonderful man! 
What will the King, my father, say! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Oh, I fancy he will act somewhat dif- 
ferently toward us, now that Trouble has left us and 
money has come. 

PRINCESS: Come, let us hurry home at once. I can 
scarcely wait to surprise him. Oh, how happy I am! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: And I! 

[Both embrace and dance around bags of gold, one waving 
hat, and one, handkerchief as Trouble wails from his 
prison “Let me out. Let me out!” 


CURTAIN 
ACE, LV 


Home of the RICH BROTHER. RICH BROTHER 
and SON sitting together, RICH BROTHER smoking, 
SON whittling. 
RICH BROTHER: Be careful how you use that wood, 
son! Are you sure it cannot be used for kindlings? 
SON: Oh, father, you grow more miserly every day! 
What good is all your wealth if you use it for nothing? 
RICH BROTHER: Silence, foolish boy! You talk like 
your uncle, the Soldier. You know what happened to him. 
Son: Yes, and I think it was no dreadful thing, either. 
To be married willy-nilly to a Princess—and such a Prin- 
cess! Why, they say she is as sweet as clear golden honey. 
RicH BROTHER: Romantic nonsense! What good is all 
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her sweetness if she and he are banished, penniless, from 
the kingdom? 

Son: Again I say not so bad. Think of all the merri- 
ment they have—no cares of home or state for the Princess, 
no money worries for my uncle the Soldier— 

RICH BROTHER: Yes, and with Trouble for their con- 
stant companion! / 

Son: Of course that is not so pleasant. [Knock at 
door. | 

RICH BROTHER: Who can that ber 

SON: Do not be alarmed. All the gold is locked up. 

RICH BROTHER: How impertinent you are growing! 
Open the door at once! [SON opens door. Enter NEIGH- 
BOR. | 

NEIGHBOR: Good morrow, sir! And how runs the 
world with your 

RICH BROTHER: Oh, fairly, sir, fairly. 

NEIGHBOR: Only fairly? Things are very different, I 
hear, with your brother, the Soldier. 

SON: Said I not so, father? What news of him, neigh- 
bor? 

NEIGHBOR: Great news! Great news! He and his 
Princess are back home again, living as snugly as a couple 
of mice when threshing is going on. 

RICH BROTHER: What! Nonsense! When last heard 
of he had but one farthing. 

NEIGHBOR: One farthing! He is now rich beyond 
imagining. Why, he has found the gold of the Three 
Giants. They tell it everywhere. 

SON: Oh, father, I would hear more of this! Let me 
go to court and find out everything! 
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RICH BROTHER: Very well, then, go, young jackanapes. 
More than likely ’twill prove a pack of lies. 

NEIGHBOR: Lies indeed! You shall see. Run along, 
boy. Prove to your father the truth of what I have said. 
[Knock at door. | 

RICH BROTHER: Who can that be! Never have we had 
so many visitors! Open, boy. 

[SON runs back and ushers in the DRUMMER and the BRAVE 
SOLDIER’S COMRADE. They are dressed more pros- 
perously than when they returned from the wars and 
came to the RICH BROTHER'S house with the BRAVE 
SOLDIER. | 

RICH BROTHER: Gentlemen, what would you? 

COMRADE: Do you not remember us? 

RICH BROTHER:, Why, ‘no;-sir!., I know you not. 

DRUMMER:- ‘So! You do not-rermember the friends of 
your brother, who came here with him,when the war was 
over | eee 
RICH BROTHER::: Bat no! Iv is not possible!” ‘You look 
quite different— is 

COMRADE: Thanks to your brother, who shares his pros- 
perity with us. 

DRUMMER: And, like a fool, he has sent us to you to 
announce his coming. 

RICH BROTHER: My brother, the Soldier, is coming 
here? 

COMRADE: Yes, at any moment. 

RICH BROTHER: But how came he by his good fortune?P 
I cannot believe it! 

DRUMMER: He went to the country of the Three Giants, 
and won their gold—all but one bag. 
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RICH BROTHER: One bag? 

DRUMMER: One single bag, and that, alas! the greatest. 

RicH BROTHER: One bag left, you say, and that the 
greatest? Where is this marvelous country? : 

CoMRADE: In the field beyond the wide river, northeast 
by southwest from the ford, and then walking ten paces 
to the right after turning the left-hand corner, there is a 
large stone. Under it is the greatest bag of gold. 

DRUMMER: But do not forget Trouble is shut up with 
it. 

RICH BROTHER: Of course, of course. You say on the 
field beyond the wide river, northeast by southwest from 
the ford, and then ten paces to the right after turning the 
left-hand corner? 

COMRADE: What a wondesful metmory.-you. have! 

RICH BROTHER: Oh): a ‘meré trick—a mere trick! But 
what a to-do over the direction! Why, it is only a.stone’s 
throw away!:. | ee ree ey sea 

DRUMMER: Trouble is always ‘buit'a ‘stone’s throw away. 

RICH BROTHER: Spare me your moralizing, I beg! 
[He bustles about, getting together articles for a trip and 
tying them into a bundle.| Now then, son, get ready, 
quickly! | 

SON: Ready for what? 

RICH BROTHER [continuing his preparations]: To get 
that other bag of gold. 

SON: Father! You would not do that? 

RICH BROTHER: Why not? Don’t stand there gaping 
like a toad after the rain. Come along! 

COMRADE: But will you so affront your brother? I tell 
you he is almost here! 
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RICH BROTHER: So much the more reason for me to 
hurry—come, dolt! 

DRUMMER: Have you forgotten that Trouble is shut up 
with the gold? 

RICH BROTHER: Indeed not! It suits my plans per- 
fectly. I shall let out Trouble, and then he will come here 
to my brother and turn everything topsy-turvy, and J shall 
get the gold. 

SON: For shame! 

RICH BROTHER: Will you come, or will you not? 

SON: You know very well I will not. 

RICH BROTHER: The more fool you. Keep your dear 
uncle here till Trouble comes upon him. [ Rushes out. ] 

SON: Oh, how could he! My poor uncle—what will 
now become of him? 

COMRADE: Do not worry about him, boy. He can take 
good care of himself. [Sound of trumpet without. SON 
rushes to window. | 

SON [rushing to window|: There he is now! Oh, what 
a splendid coach! And the lovely princess! And look! 
look! the King himself! 

[Enter the KING, BRAVE SOLDIER, PRINCESS and entire 
court. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER [to PRINCESS]: Come, my dear, let us 
see if my brother has learned aught of the-laws of hospi- 
tality since I was last here. 

DRUMMER: I fear not, friend. He is not even at home. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Why, where is he, then? 

SON [hanging head|: It will be long before we shall 
see him again, uncle. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER: And why sor 
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COMRADE: He has gone to get the last bag of the Giants’ 
gold. 

BRAVE SOLDIER: What? 

DRUMMER: And to let Trouble come upon you. 

KinG: Indeed! ’Tis a kindly brother-in-law you have 
chosen, daughter! 

PRINCESS: Oh, my poor, poor husband! 

BRAVE SOLDIER: Do not give it a second thought, my 
love. I assure you he is meeting Trouble halfway! 

SON [running to window]: By Heaven! it looks as 
though you were right, as usual. Here comes father back 
already, and TROUBLE follows hard upon his heels! 

[Enter RICH BROTHER bursting into room, the bag of gold 
over his shoulder, TROUBLE following. | 

TROUBLE: Not so fast! I go with you wherever you go] 

RICH BROTHER: But I tell you it was my brother, the 
Soldier, who treated you so! 

KING: Seize the ungrateful wretch. [Soldiers seize 
RICH BROTHER. | 

BRAVE SOLDIER: It looks as though your troubles were 
just beginning, dear brother! 

RICH BROTHER: There is the man you are looking for! 
Go to him and give him what he deserves! Did he not 
leave you under the stone to starve? 

TROUBLE: But it was you who rescued me. To you 
alone I owe my freedom! Do you think I would desert 
you nowre Never, never! 

[Enter the two LITTLE TROUBLES, one from each side of 
the stage, and jump on TROUBLE. | 

LITTLE TROUBLE: Father! Father! 
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TROUBLE: Well, you rascals, how did you manage to 
find me? 
FirsT TROUBLE: Oh, we’ve been missing you this long 
time! 
SECOND TROUBLE: Yes, and mother says to come right 
home, and wherever have you been? 
RICH BROTHER: Who are these? 
TROUBLE: Why, these are the little Troubles. 
RICH BROTHER: What? 
TROUBLE: Yes indeed! I have a large family, as you 
will discover. 
RICH BROTHER [groaning|: Oh, oh! 
TROUBLE: Allow me to introduce them. This is my 
big fellow, and this little one is the least of my Troubles. 
RICH BROTHER: Oh, stop, stop! Must they both stay 
with us? | 
TROUBLE: Indeed yes! Don’t you know Troubles never 
come singly? 
RICH BROTHER: I know, I know. But oh, my dear sir, 
have mercy! I have troubles enough of my own! 
TROUBLE: Sorry, friend. You should have thought of 
that before. For what says the old proverb? 
LITTLE TROUBLES: Never trouble Trouble till Trouble 
troubles you! 
(Tableau. RICH BROTHER sitting on his bag of gold, 
his head dejectedly in his hands, soldiers surrounding 
him, while TROUBLE, the two LITTLE TROUBLES and 
entire cast shake their fingers at him.| 


CURTAIN 
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